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1£tobec's  Btnlre. 

Marmaduke  To  work,  good  people,  to  work ! —really,  you  alt 
there  as  unconcerned  as  if  I  was  a  beggarly  constable,  instead  of 
a  ’sponsible  man ! 


/iet  II,  Seem  1 


TH  E  110  VER^S  BRIDE, 

OK,  THE  BITTERN^S  SWAMP; 


AN  ROMANTIC  DRAMA, 

In  CtDo  acts, 

BY  GEORGE  ALMAR,  ESQ., 

/■/uthor  nf  Pedlar’s  Atre,  The  Cedar  Chest,  The  Clerk  of  Clerhenwell,  Toteer 
[_«/  A>»/r,  'J’he  Charcoal  Burner,  The  Robber  of  the  Rhine,  Don 
Quixote,  Good-Looking  Fellou,  Lutrtce  Borgia,  4c. 


PRINTED  FROM  THE  ACTING  COPY,  WITH 

biographical  and  critical,  by 


To  which  are  added, 

A  UKSCKieriON  OK  THE  COSTUM  K,— CAST  OF  THE  ClIARACTB 
KNTUAVCKS  AND  EXITS,  —  RELATIVE  POSITIONS  OK  THE 
PKHKORMERS  ON  THE  STAGE,  ANO  THE  WHOLE 
OF  THE  STAGE  BUSINESS, 

As  performed  at  the 
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REMARKS 


It  has  been  said,  that  modern  playwrights  are  most  liberal  patrons 
of  steel  pens ;  and,  truly,  the  pens  return  the  compliment,  by  making 
a  point  (what  the  public  rarely  do)  of  going  through  their  lucruba- 
tions.  We  must  not  expect  (says  Cervantes)  better  bread  than  is 
made  of  wheat.  We  have  long  ceased  to  look  for  originality  from  our 
dramatic  caterers  j  our  only  business  now  is  to  see  which  best  adapts 

“  Some  new  French  piece,  that  he  may  steal  and  live  !’ 


Two  translators  only !  contend  for  the  honour  of  adapting  this  drama 
for  the  stage.  Mr.  Ahnar  first  caught  the  idea  of  dramatising  “  Le- 
titia,”  in  “The  Tales  of  a  Voyager;”  which  idea,  when  he  had  some-^ 
what  amplified  it,  he  offered  for  sale  to  Mr.  Buckstone,  in  whom 
found  a  ready  purchaser.  But  such  sale  and  purchase  not  being^ 
promptly  recorded  in  black  and  white,  the  lieely  imagination  of  Mr.S 
Buckstone  stole  a  march  on  its  rival ;  and  Mr.  Almar  found  “  the  ^ 
very  cunning  of  his  brain”  had  been  forestalled  by  a  superior  cun-^^ 
ning,  not  exactly  comprehended  in  the  meaning  of  Shakspeare.-*^v 
This  brought  both  parties  into  the  arena;  and  it  was  good  sport 
hear  the  “  lie  direct”  given  and  taken  with  equal  liberality  and 
froid! 

The  pleasant  interlude  of  two  playwrights  at  literary  fisty-cuffs  i^V^y 
almost  as  amusing  as  any  thing  that  either  party  ever  composed  in 
his  merriest  mood.  But  it  is  infinitely  droller  to  read  the  supplica¬ 
tory  manifesto  that  has  recently  been  put  forth  by  one  of  the  bellige¬ 
rents,  regarding  his  claims  under  the  new  copyright  act,  and  his  cha¬ 
grin  at  the  luminous  and  unanswerable  judgment,  not  of  jolter-headed 
jurymen,  but  of  the  learned  and  impartial  judges  of  the  land.  An  act 
for  the  better  encouragement  of  dramatic  genius  I— God  save  the 
mark !  The  legislature  intended  to  secure  to  future  genius  the  re¬ 
ward  due  to  so  rare  and  precious  a  gift;  not  to  afford  “  double  pots 
and  pay,”  and  trick  out  in  holyday  clothes  a  troop  of  translators ! 

This  gentleman*  complains  of  the  very  moderate  prices  given  for  his 
productions.  Shall  we  publish  his  begging  letters  ?  The  smallest 
sum  Avill  be  thankfully  received  for  what  was  only  brought  to  the 
present  proprietor  as  a  forlorn  hope  l—that  proprietor  having  in¬ 
variably  given  a  more  liberal  price  (small  as  it  might  chance  to  be) 
than  the  playwright  could  obtain  from  any  other  publisher  for  hi* 


*  Buckidoiie. 
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c-oiiyrlghts.  Nay,  the  price  was  fixed  by  the  said  playwright  hlm- 
Bclf,  and  tlie  cash  often  paid  in  advance  for  the  forth  coming  piece, 
even  before  it  was  written !  And  when  the  cash  in  question,  like 
“  house  and  land,”  was  “  gone  and  spent,”  the  adapter  found  it 
“  most  excellent,”  in  many  instances,  (“  wits  have  short  memories, 
and  dunces  none!”)  to  forget  that  he  had  ever  sold  it,*  and 
when  his  memory  suflered  an  inconvenient  jog  as  to  that  startling 
fact,  to  shuffle  ofl'  a  ratification  of  the  bargain  and  sale,  by  refusing 
to  execute  the  necessary  legal  assignments  I  Mr.  Cumberland 
purchased  all  the  right  in  their  productions  that  they  had  to  dis¬ 
pose  of;  he  took  them,  in  fact,  as  a  man  takes  his  wife— for  better  and 
for  \vorse  :  the  legislature  has  made  them  better,  and  he  begs  very  sin¬ 
cerely  to  express  his  obligations !  We  give  the  playwrights  full  credit 
for  not  intending  any  benefit  to  the  proprietor,  when  they  craved  of 
I’arliament  this  boon  !  But  Parliament  was  too  just  and  circumspect 
to  deprive  him  of  this  newly-created  interest,  that  thus  accrued  to  his 
property  as  assignee,  and  standing  exactly  in  the  author's  situation  ; 
and  which  became  as  much  his  right  as  the  enormous  unpurchased 
revenue  that  time  and  circumstances  have  added  to  the  original 
yearly  fifty-two  pounds  at  which  Covent  Garden  was  rated,  when  an 
impious  and  dishonest  tyrant  robbed  the  church  to  enrich  his  pimp 
and  pander.  This  act  was  intended  to  bring  new  Shakspeares  into 
the  market.  Nous  verro7is!  We  shall  be  curious  to  see  the  gen- 
tleiiieii ! 

V,’e  print  the  following  letter  verbatim  from  an  esteemed  corres- 
jjondent : — 


Mr.  EniTOR, 

^  I  am  a  Reformer — a  Dramatic  Reformer  I  I 

would  have  Shakspeare  and  the  People  duly  rejiresented !  Some  con¬ 
siderable  time  since  I  strolled  into  a  public  meeting,  assembled  for 
the  purpose  of  taking  the  sense  of  the  play-going  citizens  of  London 
upon  this  importai’.t  question.  Paul  Clifford  graced  the  chair,  sup¬ 
ported  by  Ihtise  highly-talented  tragedians,  Messieurs  Serle,  Elton, 
and  Eugene  Macurthy,  and  Mi\  Edmund  L.  Swift,  keeper  of  the 
Jewel  Office  in  the  Tower,— a  jewel  of  a  man  !  Paul  Clifiord  in  the 
chair,  and  Mr.  Swift  on  the  table,  electrified  the  audience.  The  for¬ 
mer,  taking  “All  the  world’s  a  stage”  in  its  most  extensive  meaning, 
rang  the  changes  on  the  Reform  Bill,  Irish  IMthes,  the  Garrick  Club, 
monopolies  political  and  poetical,  players,  playwrights,  and  mana¬ 
gers,  past,  present,  and  to  come ! — while  Mr.  Swift  was  ncl  slow  in 
saying  forth  his  say ;  apostrophising  Shakspeare  and  Shiel,  Liberty 
and  Licencers,  and  drawing  largely  on  the  Catholic  question — robbing 
Peter  to  pay  Paul!  The  company  were  suddenly  enlivened  by  the 
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uprising  of  one  Mr.  Eagle,  who  modestly  announced  himself  as  a 
“  hindividooal  deeply  hinterivested  in  the  Dwamma's  cause i”  and 
commenced  his  exordium  with— “T/t/s,  gentlemen,  is  that;  and  that, 
gentlemen,  is  this!*'  Now,  it  appears  that  Mr.  Eagle  was  not  one  of 
the  orators  whose  lungs  were  retained  for  the  occasion  j  for  Mr.  Ray- 
ner  mounted  the  table,  and,  discourteous  knight !  unceremoniously 
ejected  him.  Thus, 

“  An  Eagle,  towering  in  his  pride  of  place. 

Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk’d  at,  and  killed.” 

Mr.  Moncrieff  somewhat  disturbed  the  harmony  of  the  meeting,  by 
slyly  insinuating  that  the  minor  gentlemen  had  enjoyed  their  full 
swing  at  Shakspeare  in  the  way  of  burletta  and  burlesque.  This 
brought  up  a  mob  of  Shylocks  and  Richards,  who  contended  that 
they  ought  not  to  be  placed  in  a  worse  position  than  their  Bartlemy- 
Fair  brethren  j  Hamlet  having  been  enacted  during  the  last  saturnalia 
at  the  corner  of  Hosier  Lane,  and  Othello  (by  the  African  Roscius  !) 
in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Srnithfield  Bars. 

Thus,  Mr.  Editor,  a  new  era  has  commenced  in  dramatic  literature. 
Thalia  and  Melpomene  (like  the  Arabian  dwarf  in  the  box),  cribbed 
I  and  coffined  under  the  pressure  of  this  odious  monopoly,  shall  rise 
I  forth  in  colossal  proportions  j  and  our  blind  idolatry  for  the  sweet 

1  swan  of  Avon  (a  Stephen  Divck  to  the  promised  bards  of  future  days  !) 

shall  be  lost  in  our  admiration  of  something-better- than- Shakspeares 
yet  unborn ! 

*1  am  happy  to  say  that  the  meeting  terminated  in  perfect  unani¬ 
mity,  with  three  rounds  of  applause  (as  the  mover  pronounced  it)  for 


the  cheer ! 


Your’s 


Philo-Dramaticus. 


We  admire — would  we  could  imitate  !— the  generous  enthusiasm  of 
our  correspondent;  but,  our  old-fashioned  predilections  clinging 
closely  to  us,  we  shall  not  be  long  in  answering  Doctor  Johnson’s 
question  (put  on  a  very  dlfierent  occasion),  “Who’s  for  Punch?" 

We  cannot  retrograde  to  settle  the  dispute  between  Messrs.  Almar 
and  Buckstone  :  the  latter  gentleman  admits  his  free  adoption  of  his 
rival’s  thought,  of  making  the  first  act  occur  in  winter,  and  the  second 
in  summer.  Unlike  the  Srnithfield  drover,  who  vociferated,  “  I  say, 
Jack,  lend  us  a  bark  of  your  dog  !”  Mr.  Buckstone  has  borrowed  the 
bark  without  asking ! 

This  drama  was  originally  produced  at  the  Surrey  theatre.  Mr. 
Vale  played  the  burly  Marmaduke  Magog  with  great  humour ;  he 
swelled  like  a  shirt  bleaching  in  the  wind  !  Mr.  Rogers  was  a  ta¬ 
lented  representative  of  Bobby  Blackberry ;  and  in  Mr.  C.  Hill  (Miles 
Bcllerton)  there  was  much  to  applaud,  and  nothing  to  condemn. 


Cnsi  of  if;e  €Cijaractcis. 

y4s  originallij  sustained  at  the  Surrey  Theatre. 

ACT  1— Winter. 

I.nwience  GIcnnon  . I’ilC 

iMili's  liellerton  ( u  youny  Essex  Farmer) . Mr.  C.  Hill. 

Deidritoli  Van  Vooni  {a  Dutch  Smuggler) . Mr.  Hoiiner. 

iManinuUike  Magog  (  Constat, le  of  St.  Peter's) - Mr.  Vale. 

l)obby  Blackberry . Mr.  Rogers. 

Hanie  Bellerton . Miss  Nicol. 

Alice  Manners . Rliss  Scott, 

A  lajise  of  Five  Years  is  supposed  to  occur  between  the  Acts. 


ACT  II.— Summer. 

I.awrence  Glennon  ( Squire  of  Moattey  Manor). 

Allies  Bellerton  {  disguised  as  a  Pilot) . 

Deidritch  Van  Voorn  ("a  Mendicant)  . 

Alarmaduke  Magog  C  Pea  die  of  St.  Peter's)  .... 

Alaster  Marmaduke  ( his  Son ) . 

Bobby  Blackberry . 

Barbelot  {^Pirate,  an  Associate  of  Glennon) . 


Cnlverdine . ditto 

Avory . ditto 


Air.  Dibdin  Pitt. 
Air.  C.  Hill. 

Air.  Homier. 

Air.  Vale. 

.Master  Carberry. 
Mr.  Rogers. 

Mr.  Hicks. 

,Mr.  Ransford. 
.Air.  Bannister. 


Alice  Alanners . . . Miss  Scott. 

Bella  Manners  [her  Sister) . Aliss  Somerville. 

Servants,  Villagers,  4'^. 


LAWRENCE  GLENNON.— F/rs/  «/rm— Green  old-fashioned 
sporting  dress — steeple-crowned  hat — feather — large  boots — fowling 
piece.  Second  dress — Bucciineer  captain's  top  jacket  with  epaulettes 
— jielticoat  trowsers, — gold  fringed  rocked  hat — pistols — cutlass,  &c. 

AIILES  BELLERTON. — First  dress — Similar  to  Glennon’s,  Se¬ 
cond  dress — Disguise  of  a  rough  seaman  or  ])ilot. 

DEIDRITCH. — First  dress — Tab  jacket — guernsey  frock — petti 
coat  trowsers — pistols — blue  stockings — shoes  with  buckles — Dutch 
pipe.  Second  dress — Same  as  first,  only  ragged. 

AIARMADUKE.— di  •ess — Drab  coat — flapped  waistcoat,  fi¬ 
gured — black  breeches — red  hose — half  boots — three-cornered  hat — • 
pocket  staft.  Second  dress — Rich  red  cloak,  edged  with  gold — red 
waistcoat,  richly  trimmed — long  curled  wig — cocked  hat,  trimmed 
wit  b  gold — breeches — hose — shoes — long  bine  stall’ with  silver  knob. 

BOBBY. —  First  dress — Smock  frock — leather  lareeches — oniall  low 
crownerl  hat — blue  hose— shoes  witli  buckles.  Second  dress — Claret 
coloured  coat— flowered  chintz  waisicoat. 

Barbelot  and  PIRA'I’ES. — Fishermen's  bine  jackets — striped 
shirts  petticoat  trowsers — large  jack  boots — French  cocked  hats. 

DAAIF.  B. — Old  fashioned  figured  silk  gown,  cap,  and  head-dress. 

ALICE. —  First  dress — Blue  cotton,  neatly  trimmed.  Second  dress 
—I  lain  slate-coloured  gown,  trimmed  with  black. 

Bl-.I.l  A  —  AVr.v/  oVc-ss — Red,  trimmed  with  black — fiat  gipsy  hat. 
ciecond  mm— Plain  white  muslin — white  hat,  &c. 


THE  ROVER’S  BRIDE 


SCENE  I. —  The  Farm  oj"  Abbot’s  Ford. — Time,  day-break. 
Stables,  Outhouses,  S^c.  — — l. — the  thatch  covered  with 
snow  and  pendant  icicles;  in  the  back-ground  a  pool  or 
pond  of  water  frozen  over. — The  farm  house  of  Dame  ^ 

Bellerton, - k. — the  casement  is  opened,  and  Bobby 

looks  from  the  window, 

Bob.  A  sharp  frost  this  morning,  and  a  sprinkling  o’ 
snow  beside ; — young  master  will  be  for  shooting, 
on  the  moors  ; — dang  it,  it  be  so  darkish  I  must  strike  a 
light,  and  help  myself  to  a  candle, — I  can  hardly  see  my 
frost-bitten  nose.  a  light,  after  closing  the  window, 

then  comes  forward  from  the  door-way. Now  then  to  rub 
down  the  poor  beasts  and  give  ’em  feed  and  water,  [^opens 
stable-door  and  takes  from  it  a  pail.~\  Eigh!  the  pond  be 
like  marble, — zookers  !  it  bean’t  all  frozen  to  the  bottom, 

1  h(jpe  ; — ah,  here  be  old  Humphrey’s  pick-axe — this  to 
try  fie  makes  a  hole,  with  pick-axe,  in  the  ice,  plunges  the 
pail  in,  and  draws  ioater."\  Whoa,  ho  !  Ball — gently, 

Becky  ! — 1  becoming  ; — now  to  the  corn-bin,  and  then  to 
'  my  breakfast.  [^Alice  sings  ioithout.'\  Oh,  that  be  the 
!  nightingale  pipe  of  Mrs.  Alice,  singing  like  a  wood-lark 
in  the  morning; — she  be  up  and  stirring  already — ah, 
ah  !  getting  breakfast  early  for  young  measter,  no  doubt 
1  don’t  kaovr  but  they  ha’  taken  a  loikeing  to  each  other 
— though  my  dame  do  say  Measter  Lawrence  Glennon  C 
Moatley  Manor  House  ha’ a  sneaking  kindness  loikewisf 
well,  it  be  noa  business  of  mine  who  ha’  the  treasure. 
Gently,  Ball,  gently — don't  kick  down  the  pail  o’  water. 

[goes  into  the  stable. 


Enter  La  WHENCE  Glennon,  l.  s.  e.  with  fowling  piece, 
equipped  for  sporting, — he  looks  in  at  the  window. 

Law.  Bobby — Bobby  Blackberry — come  here,  sirrah  ! 
Enter  Bobby  from  stable. 


Bob.  You  might  say  o’  ye  please,  Mr.  Blacklrerry 
seeing  as  how  I  be  married  and  ha’  a  family. 

Law.  Well,  well,  is  Alice  uo?  jA 


t 
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the  rover’s  bride. 


[act  I. 


Bob.  No;  on  the  mooM  than 

fll'e  ,r  l  “  “hXilg  you  here,  s^uoire  ;  but 

wanrto  s'peXwith  you,  Mr.  Blackberry. 

Bob.  Noa  you  don’t. 

%7:  MeTd  'ou“-don’t-vou  want  to  epeak  with  Mrs. 
Alice,  but  it  woiit  do  ;-goocI-morning  to  ye  ! 

And  the  young  squoire  he  wore  the  green  willow, 

And  tlve  young  maiden  enjoyed  her  own. 

Law.  Psha  !  you  are  a  wag,  Mr.  Blackberry,  and  don  t 

doan’t  I  ?  , 

[ Exit  into  the  stable ;  Lawrence  leaves  his  Gun  at  the  door¬ 
way.  . 

T nw  Wallino.^  Alice!  Alice!  She  hears  ine  not— she 
sees  me  not  and  yefhow  ardently  I  love  that  girl,  spite  of 
h«  poverty  andtride  ;-yeB,  though  her  he«t  to  me  r 
cold  and  wintry  as  the  season,  she  shall  be  mi  •  ^ 

stav  Lawrence  Glennon,  pause  check  thy 
wishes  for  an  instant,  and  ask  thyself  one  simple  question . 
Thtld  L  whom  thou  dost  love  so  tenderly,  h®' 

SndcrnSs  upon  another  whom  site  loves  couldst  thou 
love  her  then?— couldst  love  the  man  she  loves,  even  i 

Miles.  [Without.^  .^‘with  hhn  '-If 

Law  Miles  Bellerton !  and  she,  too,  with  hiyn  .  it 

thtre  be  “e  on  earth  I  hate,  ’tis  Ae.-l  almost  scorn  to 

play  the  eavers-dropper,  but  here  my  excited  curiosity 

will  not,  nay,  I  cannot  resist .  * 

Enter  Miles  and  Alice /rom  the  house,  R. 

Miles.  You  say  truly,  Alice; 

that  poverty  a  crime  ?— Your  father,  too  ^  ® 

man-sick,  paralvtic,  old  ;  and 

dcr  comforts  of  his  age,  have  sought  the  shelter  ot  i  y 
mother’s  roof— have  become  her 

argument  you  ever  check  my  suit  and  close  my  lips, 
when — 


^SCENEI.]  THE  rover’s  BRIDE.  H 

Alice.  When  words  fall  from  them,  Miles,  that  would 
w  araw  tears  of  sorrow  from  your  mother’s  eyes  1 
i  Miles.  My  mother  ! — why  should  she  object  ? 

IJ  Alice.  Why  ?  because  she  loves  you  with  parenlal  ten- 
i  derness — perhaps  more  tenderly  than— than  Alice  Man- 
jners!  should  Alice  become  the  wife  of  Bellerton,  and 
]  ruin  both — 

Miles.  Alice,  Alice,  beware!— in  following  the  dic¬ 
tates  of  your  own  feelings,  in  your  blind  worship  at  the 
shrine  of  honour,  you  sacrifice  our  mutual  happiness. 
Mutual. said  1  ?  I  see  it  now,  conviction  strikes  upon  me. 
My  schoolfellow — my  enemy  !  he  whose  hate  so  unde¬ 
servedly  is  lavished  on  me,— he  may  perhaps  find  interest 
in  the  heart  from  which  I  am  banished. 

Alice.  No,  no  !  he  can  but  feel  I  love  him  not ;  and 
were  he  present  now,  before  high  heaven  I  would  assert, 
Alice  will  never  be  the  bride  of  Laurence  Glennon. 

Laiv.  Indeed !  [aside. 

Alice.  Bellerton,  to  marry  thus  would  be  but  mad¬ 
ness _ rashness,  at  the  best.  How  could  we  subsist  ?  My 

father  is  old,  my  sister,  too  young  to  bear  the  buffets  of 
the  world,  and  by  manual  labour  we  could  not  live. 

Miles.  Listen,  Alice,  listen  ;  I  have  means  far  greater 
than  you  imagine.  Well,  you  know  old  Plowden  of  the 
hill  ? 

Alice.  Your  uncle? 

Miles.  The  same.  From  a  boy  he  has  loved  me,  and 
in  my  difficulties  he  has  not  deserted  me  !— I  will  away 
to  him,  relate  my  misfortunes,  procure  assistance,  and  be 
back  by  sunset. 

Alice.  Ah !  Miles,  you  are  speeding  on  a  silly  errand. 

Miles.  Wilt  say  so,  when  I  return  with  a  light  heart 

and  a  heavy  pocket? 

Alice.  If  I  say  so,  my  heart  will  not  be  lighter. 

Mtl^>^  'Give  me  some  pledge. 

Alice.  What  pledge?  _ 

Miles.  That  which  you  denied  to  Lawrence  Glennon. 

Alice.  My  portrait? 

Miles.  Even  so.  .  , .  ' 

'  Alice.  ’Tis  yours  !  [gives  portrait  to  him, 

'•  Miles.  Thanks,  Alice,  thanks.  _  [he  kisses  it. 

j  Davie  B.  [heard  without.']  Alice!  Alice! 

Alice.  Your  mother  has  risen  ;  I  must  be  gone.  Good 

sporting  to  you.  •  *, 

Miles  Stay  for  a  moment.  Alice  Manners,  in  the  eye 
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of  heaven  and  Miles  Bellerton  thou  art  my  bride— mine  by 
this  pledge  ! — ’tis  a  superstitious  feeling  that  overcomes 
me  at  this  moment,  and  will  doubtlessly  pass  away  ;  but 
should  I  not  return,  at  the  appointed  time,  I  may  return 
to-morrow,  or  the  next — 

Alice.  But  should  you  ne’er  return  ? 

Miles,  Then  mourn  me  dead  ! 

Alice.  Dead!  Bellerton. 

Miles.  Aye  !  hoi  never,  mark  me,  till  this  thy  gift  come 
back  to  thee. 

Dame  B.  {^heard  niithout.'\  Alice,  Alice! 

Alice,  farewell,  dear  Bellerton  !  Remember,  at  sunset. 

Miles,  i’ll  for  a  moment  in,  to  fetch  my  gun.  Remem- 


[They  exeunt  into  house,  — li. — Lawrence  comes  forward. 

Law.  Sunset! — yes,  with  that  sun  must  set  my  hap¬ 
piness.  She  gave  him  that  which  she  denied  to  me!— she 
IS  his  promised  wife!--shall  it  be  so?— no  !  by  hell  it 
shall  not! — my  blood  is  feverish — My  heart  beats  quick 

— my  throat  is  dry  and  parched  with  burning  thirst ! _ 

Ah!  he  comes— and  smiles!— well,  well;  I  too  can 
smile,  and  be  a  hypocrite  !  Would  he  were  dead 


Re-enter  Miles /rora  house. 


'  Miles.  Good-morning,  Master  Lawrence. 

rate.  Good-morning,  Bellerton.  [turns  aside. 

Miles.  A  cold  greeting  on  a  cold  morning  is  hardly 
well  ; — give  me  your  hand. 

Law,  Yes  !  when  it  is  cold — when  I  am  coffined — then 
take  the  hand  which  I  can  neither  give  nor  can  withhold 
Miles.  No  more  of  this  !— I  hoped  that  you  had  come’ 
to  sport  with  me  upon  the  moors  ; — I  see  you  are  armed 
—I  had  the  same  intention  ;  but,  to  my  cost,  I  find  my 
piece  has  sustained  some  damage,  and  so  must  be  con¬ 
tent  to  lose  my  sporting. 
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beldams  and  village  nurses  ! — 1  good  ? — You  mock  me, 
virtuous  Master  Bellerton. 

Miles.  What  mean  you,  Lawrence  ? 

Law.  Yo^irhand  ; — {^Ihey  take  each  other' s  hands.']  in 
warm  sincerity  I  grasp  it, — 'tis  the  gripe  of  your  bitter¬ 
est  foe  ! — Miles  Bellerton,  I  hate  you  to  the  death  ! 

Miles.  And  why  ? 

Law.  Why? — a  million  words  would  scarcely  answer 
thee  ! — why  ? — Boys  have  we  been  together,  yet  from  our 
childhood  rivals  in  the  race  of  life  ;  I  say,  from  infancy  ! 
Had  1  a  wish,  that  wish  was  thwarted, — had  I  a  hope, 
that  hope  was  blighted  by  you,  who  ever  crossed  my 
path  !— 'My  lesson  learned,  ’twas  Ixetter  learnt  by  you  ; — 
gave  1  in  charity,  your’s  was  the  greater  gift  ;  and  thus 
we  strove  in  obstinate  contention  till  we  embarked  toge- 
on  the  ocean  world  j  but  even  this,  wide  as  it  was, 
X.  ..j  keep  us  not  asunder, — the  same  tide  wafted  us  to 
the  same  haven — to  AliceMann-ers! — my  bark  has  drifted 
on  th-e  sands — your’s  with  canvass  swelled  and  streamers 
gay,  bends  to  the  port  to  reaich  it  happily  :  and  yet  you 
wonder  that  I  love  you  not ! — Dost  wonder  now  ? 

Miles.  Lawrence,  you  w'rong  me; — if  thus  it  be. 
’twas  a  competition  fair  and  just. 

Law.  A  competition  1 — why  contend  with  me — ever 
with  me?  Bellerton,  listen,  and  we  may  still  be  friends  : 
resign  this  maideu — say  you  love  her  not — for  once  be 
generous  ;  for  ah,  you  cannot  love  like  me! 

Miles.  Resign  her? 

I  Law.  Resign  her !  and  that  trim  bauble  dangling  from 
I  your  neck  it  looks  not  well, — by  heavens  !  I’ll  tear  it 
j  from  thee! 

j  Miles.  Then  from  my  breast  first  tear  my  heart  ! 

I  Law.  A  villain’s  heart  ! 

!  Miles.  ’Tis  false  ! 
i  Law.  Ha  !  the  lie  i 

I 


j  \^They  sirugp^le, —  iMwrence  is  cast  to  the  ground — rises 
i  imfe^.nouely — seizes  the  pick-axe,  and  rushes  furiously 

on  Miles.  Bobby  comes  from  the  stable — presents  the 
gun  at  Latotence — picture. 

Bob.  Down  with  the  pick -axe.  Master  Squoire,  or 
idang  it  I’il  down  with  you  ! — domn  it,  don’t  make  vvryt, 
Ifaces — I’m  a  medical  n)an,  and  I’ll  fleebottomise  you  ! 
j  Law.  Fool! — meddling  fool  !  [rushes  on  Bobby — scuf- 
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Ae  takes  place  between  them,  in  which  the  gun  goes  off'.] 
Lost '.lost!  irushes  out,  n. 

Enter  ALICE  and  Dawe  BellertoN  from  hou.se, — Alice 
rushes  into  the  arms  of  Miles. 

Miles.  My  life — my  Alice  !  Alice  faints, 

(ffflDame  B.  Quick  '.—water  1 

Boh.  With  brandy,  missus  ? 

BameB.  Brandy  for  a  fainting  fit? 

Bob.  It  be  what  you  take  yourself,  missus. 

Bame  B.  Dolt  ! 

Bob.  Dolt,  eigh  ! — who  set  the  leg  of  the  old  gander, 
and  cured  the  young  chickens  of  the  pip  ? 

Miles.  She  revives ! 

Alice.  Bellerton  !  [looks  round.]  Your  mother,  I’m 
all  confusion  ! 

Bame  B.  Confusion  !— ah,  and  well  you  may  be  . 
out  of  the  way,  trollop  ! — how  dare  you  to  have  the  im- 
•'IpVidem^'to  faint  in  the  arms  of  the  heir  to  the  W  oodville 
pro'J^erty,? — I  vow  my  face  is  red  with  passion  '. 

'Bob.  Ees !  missus  be  as  red  in  the  gills  as  the  old 
turkey !  ' 

Miles.  Mother,  restrain  this  violence — so  ill-timed  and 
unbecoming. 

Bob.  It  be  a  little  out  o’  place,  to  be  sure. 

Bame  B.  U nbecoming  ! — here’s  language  for  a  dull  ful 
son  ! — Oh,  ho !  I  see  it— Mrs.  Alice  is  setting  her  cap  at 
you,  is  she ! — but  I’ll  put  an  end  to  your  fine  doings . 
so  the  keys  of  the  buttery  and  plate,  and  you  may  trudge, 

,  madam  1 

Alice,  [resigns  the  keys.]  Madam,  they  are  yours. 

*  For  your  kindness  and  your  shelter,  accept  the  little  I 
can  give — my  gratitude. 

Miles.  Mother,  the  instant  you  close  the  door  on 
Alice  Manners,  your  door  is  shut  to  me  ! 

Bame  B.  What !  will  you  wander  hand-in-hand  to¬ 
gether,  without  a  home,  a  roof  to  cover  you,  like  beggars 
on  a  common  ? 

Bob.  And  if  they  do,  they  shan’t  wander  far  ;  if  I 
can’t  hardly  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door  without,  I 
won’t  keep  it  closed  within  when  honesty  and  kind 
hands  lift  the  knocker. 

Bame  B.  Oh,  join  ’em— join - 

Bob.  But  I  woan’t  though— the  parsdn:^hall  join  em. 
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Dame  B.  Henceforth  you  are  no  ploughman  of  mine 
^psha  1 

Bob.  And  you  are  no  missus  o’  mine — psba! 

Davie  B.  And  as  for  you,  sir — the  great  Woodville 
property  goes  to  your  cousin  !  [Exit  into  house. 

Bob.  The  great  Woodville  property  may  go  the  devil 
— psha !  who  cares? — I  wonder  who  will  milk  the  cows 
and  crop  the  cart  horses — 

Miles.  Cheer  up,  Alice,  all  will  be  well  I  Bobby,  see 
Alice  to  your  cottage — at  sunset  I’ll  be  with  you. 

Bob.  Say  six  o’clock,  master — ^just  at  tea  time. 

Miles.  At  six  ; — adieu,  dear  Alice  !  [Exit,  s.  e. 

Alice.  For  what  am  I  ordained? 

Bob.  Oh  never  fear.  Madam  Alice  ;  we  will  find  you 
accommodation — you  won’t  be  dull,  I  know;  I’ve  a 
large  family,  and  there’ll  be  plenty  of  noise  to  amuse 
you  ;  and  if  you  should  be  ill  I’ll  doctor  you  for  nothing ! 

Come  along.  [Exeunt,  R.  s.  e.  ^ 

SCENE  II. — An  Apartment  of  Moatley  Manor  House 

heavy  carved  wainscoat  /  the  mansion  supposed  to  be 

about  the  age  of  Charles  Stuart.  ^  a 

Enter  Marmadukb  Magog,  l. 

Mar.  Ahem  !  I’m  made  a  constable — ay,  the  de¬ 
scendant  of  the  great  Maxamilian  Magog,  the  prince  of 
beadles ! — I  feel  the  weight  of  my  dignity — I  am  a  man  of 
consequence — I  may  be  a  beadle  myself  some  day  or 
other — extatic  idea! — Oh,  what  pleasure  it  will  be  to 
have  all  the  old  women  curtseying  to  me  as  I  pass,  with 
staff  in  hand,  to  church  on  a  Sunday  I — Ahem  !  I  shall  be  '' 
the  terror  of  all  the  little  boys  in  the  neighbourhood, 
that  I  wants  to  wallop  for  playing  at  marbles  on  the 
tombstones  ; — oh,  I’d  be  a  Leviathan  of  a  beadle  ! — An'S 
then  the  tender  little  Bella — oh,  how  should  I  look  in 
her  eyes  ?  Dear  me,  this  is  the  time  my  very  particular 
friend,  Mr.  Bobbs  the  butler,  takes  his  dinner — I’ll  in¬ 
sert  my  knees  under  Mr.  Bobbs’s  table  ! — Ha,  I’ll  look  as 
if  I  was  not  proud ;  besides,  as  my  late  respected  father, 
the  beadle,  used  to  say,  the  finest  wine  he  ever  tasted 
was  always  what  other  people  paid  for.  Peace  to  his 
aihes! — I’ve  got  his  old  cocked-hat  locked  up  in  a  box  at 
home,  in  case  1  should  ever  arrive  at  the  elevated  eleva 
tion  ;  and  then,  armed  with  that.  I’d  melt  the  heart 
Bella  intq  tenderness  ;  for  as  my  lamented  father  once  did 
I’ll  do!  ^ 


osed  to  be 
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Enter  Beli.a,  l. - who  taps  him  on  the  shoulder, 

Bella.  What’s  that  you’d  do,  Mr.  Marmaduke  ? 

Mar.  Oh,  she  is  here, — ahem  !  I  wonder  whether  she 
knows  1  am,  a  constable  ? 

Bella.  Did  you  hear  what  I  said,  Mr.  Marmaduke  ? 

Mar.  Hear  what  you  said  ? — ahem  !  does  it  strike  you 
that  I  look  like  a  constable  ? 

Bella.  Bless  me,  no  ! 

Mar.  Ft  does  not  strike  you  that  I’m  a  great  man  ? 

Bella.  Dear  me,  no  ! 

Mar.  Now  don’t  be  surprised,  for  they  make  a  great 
man  of  any  body  in  these  times ; — to  paralyze  you  at 
once,  I’m  a  constable! 

Bella.  You  take  away  my  breath  ! 

Blur.  No,  Bella,  the  conTtable  takes  away  the  body— 
the  hangman  takes  away  the  breath! 

Bella.  But  where’s  the  instrument  of  your  authority  ? 

Mar.  Here’s  the  instrument  of  rny  authority!  [takes 
J'rnm  his  pocket  a*tmnstal)le*s  new  staff  wrapt  tip  in  paper, 
which  he  car ejk III/  unrolls.]  R  markably  neat,  isn’t  it  ?— 
a  brass  cro^n  on  the  top,  with  mahogany  handle  to  cor¬ 
respond  at  the  bottom  ;  only  three-and-sixpence  per  staff, 
or  two  for  a  dollar gave  a  high  price — like  to  break  a 
man’s  head  with  the  best  article.  Charming  charming 
Bella! 

Bella.  Go  along,  you  saucy  fellow  ! 

Mar.  Fellow  ! — what  an  opprobrious  expression  to 
the  officer  of  a  parish  I— ah  !  I  see  I  shall  never  do  much 
good  with  her  till  I  rise  to  the  dignity  of  beadle  !  I  wish 
you  d  retract  that  word  fellow,  or  alter  saucy  to  charm¬ 
ing,  as  being  a  more  correct  epithet,  and  certainly  more 
congenial  to  the  feelings  of  a  gentleman. 

Bella.  A  gentleman? 

Mar.  Yes,  a  gentleman  !~If  you  don’t  believe  mo  1 
refer  you  to  my  friend,  Mr.Bobbs  thebutler  !-a  gentleman 
who  offei-s  you  his  hand  and  fortune,  a  descendant  of  the 
peatMaxamilian  Magog  !  But  stay,  Bella,  whilel  recount 
o  you  the  why  and  wherefore.  I  was  called  to  dine  with 
the  churchwardens  and  a  numerous  assemblage,  at  the 
Golden  Gridiron,  in  the  parish  of  Si.  Peters,  a  house  of 
entertaiimient  kept  by  one  Jonas  Mug,  parishioner  •— 
mpiimis,  down  we  sat  to  dinner —churchwardens  at  the 

Fc/Z  IT'  ‘  bottom.-caif’s.head  was  there- 

Bella.  I  dare  say  a  great  many. 

Mar.  With  a  variety  of 


THE  rover’s  bride. 


17 


SCENE  II.] 


ary, — the  table  set  out  in  a  most  tasteful  manner,  bril¬ 
liantly  illuminated  by  candles  of  considerable  number 
and  magnitude,  forming,  to  'the  eye,  a  most  brilliant 
coup-d' osil.  The  cloth  removed,  we  drank  the  health  of 
Mr.  Samuel  Fubbs, — he  rose,  returning  thanks  in  a  neat 
speech  ; — mine  was  proposed  and  drank, — I  rose  to  speak 
— gentlemen,  gentlemen,  said  I,  honour — gratitude- 
unworthy  assemblage — glorious  satisfaction — trust — 
country — death — destruction  ! — down  I  sat,  overcome  by 
feeling,  in  a  whirlj^.ool  of  acclamations  ! 

Bella.  But  what  brings  you  here,  Mr.  Marmaduke  ? 
iliar.  To  return  my  cordial  thanks  for  the  vote  and 
interest  of  Mr.  Lawrence  Glennon,  and  to  petition  a  con 
tinuance  of  the  same,  for  gratitude  is  the  bason  on  which 
society  rests  itself,  as  my  lamented  father  used  to  say. 

DUET. — Marmaduke  and  Bella. 


Nar 


lie/ lit. 


Mir. 


Bella. 


C8, 


Oil !  charming:  sweet  Bella, 

You’ll  not  find  my  fellow, 

Permit  me  to  tell,  ah  ! 

How  much  I  adore” 

Don’t  frown  on  your  Magog 
Nor  treat  him  like  a  dog. 

You’ll  not  find  me  a  hog. 

Nor  yet  a  great  hore ! 

You  plead  all  in  vain,  sir, 

You’ll  never  obtain,  sir. 

So  pray  you  refrain,  sir, 

Don’t  bother  me  so  , 

I’ve  made  up  my  mind,  sir. 

To  prove  most  unkind,  sir, 

I  am  not  quite  blind,  sir. 

Therefore  quickly  go,  Tol  de  rol 


Then  I’ll  take  to  drinking. 

My  spirits  are  sinking. 

I’ll  give  over  thinking 

Of  love  and  of  truth  ; 

My  state  is  flagitious. 

I’ve  lost  all  my  wishes. 

I’ll  grow  most  malicious, 

tho’  yet  in  my  youth. 

You  are  a  vile  man,  sir. 

To  think  to  trepan,  sir. 

And  try  all  you  can,  sir, 

'I’o  steal  maidens  hearts ; 

Attend  to  your  duty, 

’'J'will  much  better  suit  you. 

Don’t  let  Cupid  shoot  you 

With  his  cruel  darts,  To!  de  wl, 

B  3 
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Jiclla.  You  look  melanclioly, 

I  grieve  for  my  folly, 

Cheer  up  and  Ire  jolly, 

I’ll  think  of  your  suit , 

You  are  great  in  office, 

I  am  but  a  novice. 

And  perliaps  was  too  scoffish, 

I  should  have  Ix'en  mute. 

Mar.  Tlie  words  you  have  utler’d 
IMy  senses  have  flutter’d. 

Like  bread  tliat  is  butter’d 

AVe  both  will  agree. 

Oh  !  Bella,  my  jewel  ! 

If  e’er  I  use  you  ill. 

May  weak  water  gruel 

My  portion  e’er  be,  Tol  de  rol. 


Mar.  And  pray  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Bella.  To  ask  you  to  call  upon  my  father — sister  is 
away-,  and  the  old  man  moans  in  his  sleep  and  sighs  her 
naiv.e ; — come,  Marmaduke  ;  he  knows  you  well,  and 
you  may  comfort  him — come. 

Mar.  This  is  the  consequence  of  being  called  into 
office  the  most  certain  passport  to  the  good  wishes  of 
your  neighbour  is  ever  when  you  have  the  least  need  of 
tliem.  ril  come,  young  woman — Pll  come — 

Bella.  You  know  the  cottage  by  the  poplar  grove  ? 
Mar.  Like  an  angel  to  the  afflicted,  as  my  lamented 
father,  the  beadle,  used  to  say.  {Exit  Bella,  l. — ]  Ha! 
who  is  this  ?— Mr.  Lawrence  Glennon,  Esquire,  the  indi¬ 
vidual — the  major  dominie  himself  1— I’ll  just  arrange  my 
cravat,  for,  as  my  lamented  father  used  to  read  to  me  out 
of  Lord  Chesterfield — “  a  pleasing  person  is  a  continual 
letter  of  recommendation.”  Well,  now  then  to  ad¬ 
dress  him  with  becoming  dignity  and  moderation,  [ref /re5. 


Enter  Lawrence,  l. 

Laio.  And  is  it  come  to  this  ?--foiled— baffled—hnrl- 
ed  to  the  ground — the  scoff  of  a  clown,  and  he  and  I  still 
live!— A  duel?— no!  that  I’ve  tried  before— mv  chcl- 
lenge  he  rturned  with  words  soft  as  a  mother’s  melodv 
toiler  infant  sleeping.  Murder? — no!  from  crime  my 

soul  recoils  !  Now  then,  unmarked,  alone,  to  think _ 

aye,  if  my  burning  brain  have  power  to  think  ; — 1  see  u  > 
way  to  avert  it  but  by  violence— his  blood  o  mine! 

^^Mar.  [ftr/rawcev,  p.  s.J  Respected  sir 
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Mar,  Respected  iir - 

Law.  Your  business  ? 

Mar.  ’Poll  my  life,  I’ve  no  particular  business — I 
come  upon  pleasure — to  dine  with  Mr.  Bobbs,  tlie  butler, 
and — and  1  called,  respected  sir — I’m  Marmadnke  Ma¬ 
gog,  of  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s — to  offer  you  my  spon¬ 
taneous  and  unaffected  expressions  of  gratitude  for  your 
vote  and  interest  in  my  election  to  the  office  of  parish 
constable  ; — and,  furthermore,  as  my  respected  father 
used  to  say - 

Law.  Out,  fool ! 

Mar.  1  beg  your  pardon,  he  never  so  far  forgot  him¬ 
self — and,  furthermore - 

Laio.  Enough — enough  ! 

Mar.  Pm  no  better  than  a  tailor,  if  I  walk  three  long 
miles  to  make  a  speech  and  not  finish  it — and,  further¬ 
more — 

Lato.  Silence,  Isay! — out  of  my  way!  [strikes  /iim. 

Mar.  What !  strike  an  officer?-— I  must  exert  my  au¬ 
thority  !  I  will  finish  my  speech — and,  furthermore,  as 
my  lamented  father  expressed  himself - 

Law.  Hoa  !  who’s  there  ? 

Enter  John  and  Thomas,  h. 


Mar.  Oh,  here  are  witnesses — I  subpoena  them, — 
your  master  has  knocked  me  down — I  must  take  him  up! 
—I’m  aconstablel 

Law.  Take  him  away  ! 

Mar.  And,  furthermore,  as  my  lamented  father  used 
to  say,  I’ll  make  this  piece  of  business  very  judgmatical,! 

[Exeunt  John  and  Thomas  with  Marmnduke,  L. 

Laiu.  Thus  ever  am  I  crost — pestered — perplexed  ! 
— -like  the  gamester,  I  have  staked  my  happiness  on  the 
cast  of  a  single  die  ! — that  cast  is  thrown — the  game  is 
lost,  and  Lawrence  Glennon  is  a  wretch  for  ever  !  [a  low 
tapping  is  heard  on  the  pnnnel  in  c.]  Ha!  ’tis  the  signal  of 
Deidritch  ! — the  angel  of  darkness  could  not  have  sent 
a  minister  more  opportune; — come  forward!  [pulls  a 
string,  an  old-fashioned  looking-glass  slides  aside,  and  dis¬ 
covers  Deidritch,  who  comes  forward.']  Welcome,  Mynheer! 
—I  w'anted  ye! 

Deid-.  Then  may  ye  well  say  welcome— much  wcl-  , 
come,  if  ye  want  me  much.  « 

Lmo.  Put  aside  your  pipe — T  would  cimsult  you  onV 
circumstance  pregnant  with  r  ifficulty  and  danger.  ^  * 
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Deid.  And  I  must  put  aside  mine  pipe  ?— 1  think  most 
when  I  smoke  most ;  -on  vid  dine  story. 

Law.  I’d  speak  of  an  enemy. 

Deid.  Ah,  ha  ! 

Law.  Of  Bellerton,  of  Abbot’s  Ford. 

Deid.  Duyvil’s  bird !— vot  of  he  !  ^throwing  of  kia 
eLhargy.]  quick !  quick  !— shall  I  cut  de  reptile’s  trote  ? 

Law.  What !  has  he  injured  you  > 

Deid.  Injured  me? — ’twas  on  one  July  month,  my 
lugger  lying-  on  de  coast  laden  vid  silks  and  gear  in 
traffic  fair — for  I  was  honest  den,  and  no  one  called  me 
rogue  or  dronken  dog — but  to  my  tale:  de  fader  of  dis 
yonker  did  me  wrong  ;  one  of  my  crew  purloined  some 
article  of  cost,  and  vid  it  reached  de  lugger — wounded, 
in  hik.  escape,  almost  to  death — pursued,  he  sought  my 
cabin,— I  saw  him  enter,  secure  despoil,  den  plunge  into 
de  vave,  vere  I  do  tink,  in  trial  to  escape,  he  drowned  ! 
— we  vere  alike — dey  searched  mine  cabin — found  de  pal 
try  spoil ! — and  he,  de  fader,  struck  me — called  me  knave 
— Bonder  and  blitzeni — knave! — veil  veil,  e’en  let 
it  pass  ; — I  vas  condemned  by  English  law — in  prison  vas 
1  kept  for  one  long  tedious  year,  vowing  revenge! 

Law.  And  did  you  gain  that  point? 

Deid.  Soft !  you  shall  hear.  1  quitted  gaol — my  coin 
vas  gone — all,  all  had  left  me  but  my  knife; — vid  this 
clutched  in  my  grasp  1  waited  at  his  gate,  firm,  fixed, 
determined  to  drive  it  to  his  heart  ! 

Law.  He  came  not  ? 

Deid.  He  came  !  borne  on  the  shoulders  of  his  friends 
to  the  green  church-yard,  and  I  sheathed  my  knife,  for 
*his  heart  vas  cold! — I  saw  him  buried,  and  I  wept! 
Veil,  years  rolled  on — mine  fame  vas  gone,  and  I  became 
abandoned — a  known  smuggling  villain  none  would 
trust.  Now  hearken — ’twas  at  a  fair,  overtaken  vid 
mine  draught,  I  pressed  de  lip  of  some  country  dame, 
who  screamed  above  her  breath — when  came  dis  Beller¬ 
ton  vid  a  crowd,  and  placed  me  in  de  stocks — de  stocks! 
I,  Von  Voorn  of  Amsterdam  ! — de  hot  sun  scorched  my 
brain,  and  filled  my  heart  vid  fire  ! — it  is  not  quenched 
—water  will  not  extinguish,  time  will  not  erase  it  from 
my  brain,  for  there  is  graven  deep,  revenge! — revenge! 
What  is  dy  purpose? 

Law.  At  sunset  he  crosses  the  moors  ; — he  has  a  pic¬ 
ture  I  would  possess,  which  he  has  sworn  to  part  with 
but  with  life ! 
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Deid. 

It  shall  be  yours. 

Law. 

No  violence. 

Deid. 

Oh!  no  violence! 

Law, 

He  will  have  money,  too. 

Deid. 

Dat  shall  be  ours  ! 

.Law. 

I  would  not  rob  him ! 

Deid. 

He  has  robbed  you,  I  tink— — - 

Lau). 

Tempt  me  not,  but  aid  me  ! — thou  wilt — 

Deid. 

T  will ! 

Law. 

He  crosses  at  the  flood-gate  near  the  Bittern’s 

Swamp;  wilt  with  me  ? 

Deid.  Ay  ! 

Law.  Kemembcr,  ’tis  not  his  life  I  seek. 
Veid.  Depicture? 

Law.  And  revenge! 

JJeid.  Revenge ! 


{Exeunt,  l. 


SCENE  III. —  The  Bittern’s  Swamp  ;  a  flood-gate  on  one 
side — reeds  and  patches  of  water  on  the  other. — Moon-  , 

light. 

Enter  Bobby  Blackberry  supporting  Marmaduke  in¬ 
toxicated,  L, 


^  Mar.  Take  care,  my  respectable  friend  Mr.  Robin 

*  Blackberry  ;  are  you  certain  this  is  the  correct  road. 

Bob.  Oh,  I  be  sartin  sure,  Measter  Constable. 

Alar.  The  ground  seems  exceedingly  spongy — I 
am  over  my  ankles  in  mud  !— bless  me  1  what’s  that  large 

•  whaCs  his  name,  what’s  staring  at  me  out  o’  the  reeds  ? 

Bob.  O,  it  be  only  a  toad ;  come  along. 

Mar^  Come  along  !—  is  that  the  style  and  proper  me¬ 
thod  of  addressing  a  person  of  my  consequence? — don’t 
you  recollect  I’m  a  constable? — I’ll  take  you  into  custody. 

Bob.  Noa,  measter.  I’ll  take  you  into  custody,  so 
come  along,  do  now — you’ll  catch  a  cold  and  con¬ 
sumption,  or  a  marsh  fever,  or  a  stertian  ague,  so  do 
come  along  home  and  take  some  water  gruel — pray  do  ! 

Mar.  Hold  up  ihe  lanthorn, — these  roads  are  very 
much  neglected — I’ll  speak  to  the  uncommissioncrs  of 
turnspikes  on  the  subject.  Bobby,  my  respected  friend — 

Bob.  Measter. 

Mar.  To  speak  confidentially  on  the  subject,  I  am 
afraid  1  am  overtaken  by  liquor  ; — as  my  sober  and  la¬ 
mented  father  used  to  say - 

Boh.  Tm  afraid  you  be. 

Alar.  Hold  up  the  lanthorn,  Bobby.— -During  the 
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awful,  and,  to  speak  more  correctly,  the  satanic  cere¬ 
mony  of  swearing  me  in  to  the  situation  of  constable,  I 
am  fearful  I  swallowed  a  too  considerable  quantity  of  ar¬ 
dent  spirituous  liquor.  What  a  fine  sun  shiny  night,  I 
certainly  will  go  a  skating  ;  —hold  up  the  lanthorn,  Bob¬ 
by  !  Now  I,  Mr.  Robin  Blackberry,  I  who  have  risen  to 
a  considerable  height  in  my  profession 

[falls  down — Bobby  assists  him  up. 

Bob.  Allow  me,  measter ; — dear  me,  you’ll  catch  a 
lassitude  in  your  legs,  and  then  you’ll  want  such  a  world 
of  physic — besides,  you  will  never  get  home,  I  know 
you  won’t. 

Mar.  Hold  up  the  lanthorn,  Bobby  ! — If  there  is  one 
man  in  all  the  world  1  do  respect  more  than  another,  it 
is  that  Mr^Bobbs,  the  butler;  though  certainly  he  has 
,j«ade* me  rather  tipsicated,  as  my  lamented  father  used  to 
say.  Hold  up  the  lanthorn  !  [Exeunt,  r. 

Enter  Deidritch  with  Lawrence,  —  the  former  with 

long  duck  gun. 

Law.  Deidritch ! 

J)eid.  I  am  vid  ye. 

Law.  They  are  gone! — we  may  proceed: — what  can 
have  detained  him  so  long  ? 

Deid.  Perhaps  he  could  not  get  de  old  man’s  money 
dat  he  talked  of. 

Law.  ’Tis  getting  dark,  [the  moon  bursts  from  a  cloud. 

Deid.  See  !  de  moon  has  risen  ! — by  her  light  1  could 
hit  a  guilder  vid  minq  duck  gun  at  a  hundred  yards, 
[a5«/e,]  Mine  be  a  larger  object,  and  I’ll  hit  it  sure. 

[Miles  is  heard  to  sing  without. 

Law.  Ha  ! — his  voice ! 


Miles,  [singing  without^ 

Nor  feared  he  for  murder,  nor  feared  he  for  steel, 
For  the  heart  that  is  honest,  no  terror  can  feel  1 


Deid. 

Law. 

Deid, 

Laio. 

Deid. 


Ha!  say  ye- - 

To  cover  1 — this  be  my  station. 
Behind  this  tree  be  mine. 

Remember,  the  picture  is  my  object! 
His  life  is  mine  ! 


[Lawrence  conceals  himself  behind  the  recesses;  Dei¬ 
dritch  gets  behind  a  loillow  pollard  tree. 

Enter  Miles,  loho  passes  over  the  flood-gate.  Ot 

Miles.  I  am  beyond  my  time — the  moon'i  is  up,  and 
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the  village  clock  chimed  seven  ; — a  few  minutes  sharp 
walking  will  bring  me  to  my  Alice ; — the  old  man  has 
filled  my  purse,  and  my  heart  is  full  of  joy 
Deid.  Indeed ! 

Would  all  could  feel  like  me '.  ^ 

[arfuawce^.]  I  would  they  could  I 
Lawrence  ! 

Miles  Bellerton  ! 

Why  meet  we  on  this  solitary  marsh  ? 

No  place  more  fit  for  deadly  strife  ! 

But  not  to  strive  with  you,  good  Lawrence ; — 

1  never  injured  man  !  Q  .  J. 

Deid.  Liar  1 


Miles. 

Law. 

Miles. 

Law. 

Miles. 

Law. 

Miles. 


\_Deidritch,  from  behind  the  tree,  has  aimed  at  Miles, 
he  pulls  the  trigger,  the  powder  ignites  cMd  fashes  in 
the  pan,  although  the  piece  does  not  explode  ;  at  the 
same  moment  Laiorence  rushes  between  Deidritch  and 
Miles,  so  that  if  the  piece  had  been  fired  he  must  ha  ve 
received  the  shot. 

Miles.  Who  spoke? — from  what  lip  came  that  word  ? 
—from  Lawrence  Glennon  ?— he  who  never  served  me  in 
his  life  1 

Law.  You  know  him  not! — suppose  a  shot  were  le¬ 
velled  firm  at  you,  ay,  and  so  near — say  ten  yards — would 
Lawrence  Glennon  be  the  man  to  interpose  his  form  to 
shelter  yours  ? 

Miles.  Glennon  1 —never  1 

Law.  As  I  said,  you  know  him  not;  Glennon  would 
be  that  man  ! — you  know  him  not ! 

Miles.  I  fear  him  not! — and  were  my  life  depending 
on  a  word,  I  would  not  ask  the  tongue  of  Lawrence 
Glennon  to  speak  the  word  to  save  it ! 

Law.  Wouldst  give  no  bribe  ? 

Miles.  A  bribe !  ^ 

Law.  Aye !  that  picture  at  your  breast ! 

Miles.  That  do  1  cherish  as  my  life  1 

Law.  Then  perish ! 

Laicrence  goes  up  the  stage — Deidritch  comes  forward 
and  seizes  Miles  by  the  throat,  who,  in  his  agony,  turns 
imploringly  to  Lawrence, 

Miles.  Lawrence  1 

Law.  “  1  would  not  ask  the  tongue  of  Lawrence 
Glennon  to  speak  the  word  to  save  it  1” — Resign  the  pic¬ 
ture!  i? 
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Miles,  Never . 

Deid,  Die  !  [he  stabs  Miles,  who  foils,. 

Law,  What  have  you  done  ? 

Deid.  Buried  my  weapon — gratified  my  hate! — There 
is  thy  booty!  [gives picture.~\  andheremiue!  [takespurse. 

Miles.  Lawrence,  I  faint — I  die! — I  do  forgive  you, 
for  ’twasthe  love  of  Alice  drove  you  to  the  deed !— be 
kind  to  her,  Lawrence,  when  I  am  gone  ! — as  I’m  a  dying 
man,  I  never  hated  you — nor  injured  thee,  from  whom 
my  death-wound  came! — with  my  feeble  breath,  I  do 
forgive  ye  both.  Oh  !  Alice,  Alice  !  [dies. 

f  Lawrence  averts  his  face. 

Deid.  Arouse  thee  ! — repentance  comes  too  late _ I 

hear  a  step  ! — aid  me  remove  the  body  ; — what !  turned  to 
stone  ?— that  care,  then,  be  mine  !  [he  removes  the  body. 

Law.  Alice! — his  last  thoughts  dwelt  on  her — his  last 
wofrd’was  her  name  l^andTfj^-  her,  mad  idiot  as  I  was, 
have  plunged  my  soul  in  guilt!— my  love  for  her  is 
changed  to  bitterest  hate  !  He  said,  ‘  when  this  comes 
back  to  thee  believe  me  dead !’— it  shall  come  back  to 
thee, — then  shall  thou  feel,  high-minded  Alice,  the  mi¬ 
sery  to  love  as  I  have  done — love  without  hope  !  —  I’ll  to 
her  dwelling,  cast  this  token  at  her  feet,  then  hey  for 
other  climes  !  Revenge  and  revelry  !-— come,-Deidi'itch 
'  *  [Exevnt,  i.. 

Enter  Marmaduke  and  Bobry,  r. - the  former  covered 

with  mud. 

Mar.  Why  didn’t  you  keep  me  out  of  the  swamp? 

Bob.  Because  you  would  go.  a  slidiijg,  and  I  told 
over  and  over  again  the  ice  would  not  ^r. 

Mar.  I’m  sure  this  is  highly  indecorous  and  unpa- 
rochial  !  What  would  my  lamented  father  have  said  to 
see  me  in  this  condition  ?— you  seem  to  think  a  parish 
constable  is  just  nobody  ! — hold  up  the  lanthorn,  Bobby  ! 

Bob.  I  tell  ye  this  liean’t  tlie  way  forward— it  be  the 
way  backward. 

Mar.  Don’t  you  think  I  ought  to  know  ?  or  why  was 
I  selected  to  hold  the  office  which  1  hold  ?  Why,  for  su¬ 
perior  wisdom  !— Hold  up  the  lanthorn,  Bobby! 

Bob.  Dear  me,  what  be  this  ?  hat  on  the  ground  ^ 
Zookers  !  it  be  the  hat  of  Measter  Miles  Bellerton  :  and 
here  a  kerchief,  too,  wi’ blood  upon  it ! 

3far.  ’Pon  my  life,  a  very  respectable  bit  of  beaver 

Bob.  He  be  murder’d !— oh  !  I  must  hasten  home!— 
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he  has  been  murdered  ! — fire!  robbery  !  odds  dickens  and 
daisies!  liere  be  a  pratty  job  ! — fire!  murder!  robbery! 

[Exit.,  R. - in  great  haste. 

Mar.  Bless  me!  here’s  work  cut  out  for  a  constable  ! 
I  must  certainly  be  in  a  most  beastial  state  of  inebria¬ 
tion,  for  I  can  neither  see  Master  Bobby  or  the  lanthorn 
I  shall  certainly  fine  myself  in  the  penalty  of  five  shill¬ 
ings  for  getting  drunk  !  Bless  me  !  if  the  tadpoles  ’eiu 
crawling  up  my  parochial  pantaloons  ! — hold  up  the  lan¬ 
thorn,  Bobby  !  1  indulge  a  suspicion  that  he  means  1 

should  discover  my  way  out  of  the  swamp  at  my  owiv 
convenience.  1  am  afraid  my  optical  vision  is  affected, 
for  I  can  see  several  moons — a  what’s-its-name  in  the 
reeds,  but  devil  a  lanthorn  !  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  IV. — 7Vie  Cottage  of  Bohhy  Blackberry  —  icin 

to  open  injlat. 

Enter  kiACE,  followed  by  Mary  Blackberry,  l. 

Mary.  Indeed,  Madam  Alice,  think  no  more  of  if  — 
I  wish  you  had  not  slept,  but  you  sobbed  yourself  to 
sleep  so  prettily,  and  thinking  it  might  do  you  good,  I 
thought  ’twere better  not  to  wake  you  till  Master  Belh  r- 
ton  came. 

Alice.  Did  you  watch  my  slumbers,  Nancy  ? 

Mary.  Yes,  miss,  yes  ! 

Alice.  Oh,  Mary!  1  have  had  a  dream,  dreadful  and 
hideous — methought  that  Miles  Bellerton,  crossing  ti  e 
marsh,  was  murdered  ! 

Mary.  Murdered  ! — heaven  forbid  ' — By  whom  ? 

Alice.  By  two  with  faces  veiled — and  yet  I  thought 
the  face  of  one  was —  “ 

Mary.  Who,  Alice? 

Alice.  No  matter.  Should  1  not  return,  dear  Alice 
then  mourn  me  not  dead  till  this  thy  pledge  con;e  back 
to  thee  V' 


Mary.  What  pledge  ? 

Alice.  A  picture,  Mary,  which  I - gracious  heaven  ! 

a  thought  strikes  me — how  long  have  I  slept  ? 

Mary.  About  three  hours  ;  nay,  more. 

Alice.  ’Tis  past  the  hour  of  six  ? 

Mary.  Past  six  ? — ’tis  nearly  eight  o’clock. 

Alice.  And  he  so  late  ! — what  can  it  mean  ? 


Enter  Bobby  Blackberry  and  Villa<yer.<t,  in  haste 

O 

I  oh.  Oh!  Mistress  Alice 
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Alice.  Speak! — in  mercy  speak ! 

Bob.  Young-  Master  Bellerton  ■■  ■ 

Alice.  Is  dead! — torture  me  not! — Miles  Bellertot 
dead ! 

Bob.  I  be  afraid  some  mischief  loike  ha’  happened  ; 
for  passing  the  swamp  with  neighbour  Marmaduke,  the 
constable - 

Alice.  The  swamp — near  to  the  floodgate  V 

Bob.  1  found  a  hat — and  ’kerchief  stained  with  blood  ! 
and  prints  of  footsteps  as  if  struggling  had  been  tliere — 
so,  so — not  knowing  what  to  do,  I  came  this  way,  alarm¬ 
ed  the  village,  and — but  you  seem  calm.  Mistress  Alict;! 

Alice.  It  is  the  calmness  of  despair  !  Hear  me,  my 
friends  !— »hear  all !  1  feel  by  providence  1  am  ordained 

the  instrument  to  bring  the  murderers  of  Bellerton  to 
justice,  and  I  shall  do  this  ! — I  shall,  by  heaven  ! 

Mary.  Patience,  dear  Alice  ! — the  body  has  not  yet 
been  found. 

Alice.  No,  no,  the  picture  is  not  yet  returned  ! — I 
will  not  mourn  till  then. 

^Lawrence  appears  at  the  casement  unseen  by  the  villagers. 

Laio.  [m  a  deep  tone  of  voice.}  Mourn  now  ! 

Alice.  That  voice  ! 

\^Lawrence  casts  the  portrait  at  her  feet — Mary  hastily 
gives  it  to  Alice,  who  gazes  on  it. 

Alice.  Then  is  he  dead  indeed  ! 

[SAe  falls  into  the  arms  of  Bobby — Villagers  group 
around — Lawrence  closes  the  casement — his  deep  hyS'- 
terical  laugh  heard  without. 

Law.  Hal  ha!  [Picture. 

END  OF  ACT  THE  FIRST. 


ACT  II. 

.SCENE  I, — A  field  of  standing  corn;  the  Manor  House 
of  Lawrence  seen  at  a  distance.  Bobby  Blackberry, 
Reapers,  and  Mary  Blackberry,  seated  under  a 
r  tree  eating  their  harvest  dinner. 

^  A  CHORUS, — Reapers. 

harvest  task  is  ending, 

f — m  Brightly  shines  the  yellow  grain  ; 

While  with  heavy  load  is  wending 
^  Far  away  the  creaking  wain. 
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When  the  Reaper’s  toil  is  over, 

To  his  cot  at  eve  he’ll  fly, 

Fill  his  brown  jii!^ — live  in  clover — 

(iuaff  his  ale  wiihoiit  a  sigh. 

Enter  Marmaduke,  l.  u.  e. 

Mar.  TwO'O’-clock ! — to  work,  good  people— -to 
work  ! — really  you  sit  there  as  unconcerned  as  if  I  was 
only  a  beggarly  constable,  instead  of  a  sponsible  man  1 — 
beadle  of  the  parish,  and  brother-in-law  to  Overseer 
Crump  1  Get  up  there,  you  Mr.  Blackbobby,  or  berry, 
or  whatever  you  may  be  appellated. 

Bob.  Well,  I  be  getting  up,  an’t  1? — ah  1  times  be 
wouhdedly  changed,  and  your  manner  be  changed  loike 
the  times,  Measter  Magog,  since  you  married  Miss  Crump, 
and  ha’  fi  ve  little  Crumpets  every  morning  to  squat  down 
at  the  breakfast  table  with  you  ! 

Mar.  Come,  come,  Mr.  Blackberry,  no  illusive  ob¬ 
servations ! — Mrs.  Magog’s  character  is  not  to  be  spoken 
of  spontaneously — there’s  a  distance  between  you  and 
Mrs.  Magog,  Mr.  Blackberry  1 

Bob  Ees,  three  miles;  and  I  be  very  gladonit;— f 
bean’t  you  going  home  yourself,  Measter  Magog?  * 

Mar.  I  answer  no  equivocal  questions ! — I’m  a.nJ 
official  character! 

Bob.  Ees!  and  so  you  were  fi”e  years  ago,  when  I 
left  you  up  to  the  ears  in  the  swamp — the  night  poor 
Miles  Bellerton  was  murdered! 

Mar.  Yes  !  and  where  I  might  have  stuck  till  I  elon¬ 
gated  into  a  bull  rush,  for  what  you  cared,  Mr.  Black¬ 
berry  ! — well,  ’twas  a  proper  and  justifiable  punishment, 
as  Mrs.  Crump  opprobriously  observes,  for  keeping  asso¬ 
ciations  with  infamiliarities! — for  the  future  1  shall  un¬ 
accustom  myself  to  no  such  injudicious  aberrations  of 
rectitude,  as  my  lamented  father  used  to  say. 

Bob.  Well,  just  as  you  please,  Measter  Magog— it 
matters  not  a  pin  to  I,  whether  you  aberrate  or  whether 
you  don’t ! 

Mary.  No,  not  a  farden  ;  we  pay  our  rates  and  taxes, 
and  tax  nobody  ;  and  Squire  Glennon,  just  come  back, 
has  promised  to  lower  our  rents;  so  we  shan’t  trouble 
youbr  your  Cousin  Crump  for  parish  coal  to  make  the 
pot  boil!  no,  nor  the  kettle.  Oh,  I  know  you,  and  don’t 
care  for  you!  though  you  do  do  business  for  Overseer 
Crump  while  he  is  goutified  ! 

Mar.  The  fatal  consequence  of  combining  the  over- 

c  2 
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seersbip  with  the  beadleism  !  A  double  dignity,  like  a 
double  sack  of  corn,  is  too  much  for  the  shoulder,  as 
mv  lamented  father  used  to  say  there,  go  to  your  bu¬ 
siness,  I  can’t  speak  to  a  man  with  a  strong  Yorkshire 

dialogue  in  his  speech.  j  • 

Mary.  My  husband  speaks  as  well  as  they  do  in  par¬ 
liament  !  ,,.1,1 

Mar.  Or  he  had  better  not  speak  at  all,  as  my  la¬ 
mented  father  used  to  say. 

Mary.  We  want  no  relief,  not  we  ! — but  it’s  strange, 
it  is,  you  don’t  assist  poor  old  Manners  ! 

Bob.  Ay  !  the  poor  old  man  be  almost  starving  ; — see, 
there’s  Bella  gleaning  in  the  next  field,  trying  with  her 
scanty  earnings  to  get  him  food. 

Mar.  And  a  proper  reward  for  such  obstropolosity  ! 
Mary.  Ah  !  you  grumble  because  you  are  a  discarded 
lover  ;  but  folks  say  she  is  going  to  be  married  to  Law¬ 
rence  Glennon,  who  has  dropt,  as  it  were,  from  the 
clouds  all  of  a  sudden,  after  five  years  absence. 

Boh.  Ees,  and  his  motiier  having  gone  dead,  Lawyer 
Screw  put  the  estate  into  chancery  ; — now  he  ha’  taken 
it  out  o’  chancery,  which  I  am  told  is  a  very  difficult 
thing,  and  almost  impossible  to  be.  Here  comes  the  cap¬ 
tain— don’t  let  him  find  us  loitering,  so  snatch  up  your 
sickle  and  away  to  the  reaping — our  work  will  soon  be 
done!  [Exeunt  all  but  Marmaduke,  R.  u.  K* 

31ar.  Yes,  that’s  the  captain  squire,  taking  his  way 
through  a  field  of  standing-corn,  just  as  if  it  were  stub¬ 
ble  ! — what  a  prevarication  !  when  three  steps  round 
would  bring  him  to  the  path  respectably  and  regular. 

Law.  [ivUhout,P.s.']  To  leeward,  eigh! — on  a  wrong 
course! — change  it! — if  I  do,  roast  me  under  the  tropic 
sun,  damme  !  til!  1  turn  to  a  mulatto  ! 

Mar.  How  he  swears ! — I  shall  be  obliged  to  fine  him 
five  shillings  for  swearing  !  1  wonder  what  company  he 

has  been  keeping; — last  time  we  met  he  made  the  very 
hair  of  my  parochial  wig  stand  up  perpendiculous! 

J7w/er  Lawrence,  l. —  armed  with  cutlass  and  pistol,  a 
Steinkirk  cravat  tied  around  his  neck,  and  the  U'hole  of 
his  appearance  changed.  Marmaduke  bows  very  low. 

Most  respectable  sir  and  redoubtable  and  ridiculous  Cap- 
utin  G lennon  — »  •  ■ 

T.aiv.  Veer  off! — put  a  stopper  upon  your  cable,  an«_ 
flOn’t  stand  bobbing  your  bows  under  water  like  a  Fle- 
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unsh  coble  in  the  wake  of  a  seventy-four  ! — who  are 
you  ?  [slaps  him  on  the  back. 

Mar,  I — I - 

Law.  Speak  !  speak,  man  :  I’m  no  torpedo  to  strike 
you  dumb  ! 

iMar.  Most  respectable  and  reverend  Mr.  Captain 
Glennon,  that  marine  flipper  of  yours  descending  so  im¬ 
petuously  on  the  spinality  of  my  back,  has  nearly  taken 
away  the  breath  from  my  body. 

Lniv.  Well,  well,  who  are  you? 

l\Iar,  I’m  Marmaduke  Magog,  Deputy  Overseer  and 
Parish  Beadle  of  St.  Peter’s! — I  suppose  you  must  recol¬ 
lect  me  now  ; — five  years  ago  I  called  to  thank  you  for 
your  vote  and  interest,  when  I  was  raised  to  the  eleva¬ 
tion  of  constable. 

Law.  And  I  kicked  you  down  the  staircase,  I  believe. 

Mar.  You  did,  most,  reverend  and  respectable  Cap¬ 
tain  Glennon,  in  a  very  picturesque,  vicious,  and  per¬ 
ceptible  manner,  as  my  lamented  father  used  to  say. 
Speaking  of  my  lamented  father,  may  I  beg  to  direct  your 
attention  to  this  wig — the  very  wig  he  wore  during  his 
beadleship — now  descended  to  me — his  unworthy  de¬ 
scendant  ; — there’s  a  grace  in  every  curl,  and,  as  Mr. 
Bobbs,  the  butler,  observes,  it  makes  me  look  like  the 
great  Turkish  hero,  Julius  Caesar,  that’s  so  much  spoken 
of  in  the  history  of  the  Romans. 

Law.  And  how  has  the  world  treated  you  since  all 
smooth,  fair,  and  fortunate? — a  mad  wag  with  the  lasses. 


eigh  ? 


il/ar.  1  beg  your  pardon — I  encourage  no  illegalities 
of  the  kind! — I’m  a  married  man,  respectable  Mr.  Glen¬ 
non,  and  have  been  so  for  a  prolengthened  period,  united 
to  Miss  Louisa  Crump. 

Law.  Married,  eigh ! 

Mar.  Tied  up  by  the  hymeneal  halter. 

La7o.  True,  you  might,  perhaps,  as  well  have  been 
hanged  ! — eigh  !  who  is  that  gleaning  in  the  next  field? 

Mar.  What  that  young  woman  by  the  cart  lodge  ? 

LaiL\  Bella!  by  heaven  !  [he  rushes  out,  l. 

Mar.  “  Bella,  by  heaven  !”  What  a  difference  now 
does  five  years  make  in  the  indisposition  of  a  man  :  then 
he  was  enamorated  with  nobody  but  Alice,  and  now  he  is 
enamorated  with  nobody  but  Bella  ! 

Enter  Deidritch,  e. — disguised  us  a  foreign  mendicant. 

Deid.  Good  Christian,  give  a  stiver  to  a  poor  ship- 
w»'ccked  foreigner-  c  3 
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Mar.  Stiver!— what’sastiver?  Go  home  to  your  parish. 

Deid.  I  have  r>o  parish. 

Mar.  No  parish  ! — nonsense  !  you  must  have  been 
born  somewhere ! 

Deid.  I  w'as  born  at  Amsterdam. 

Mar.  Come,  no  swearing! — I  don’t  know  such  a 
place — ’tisn’t  in  jography — ’tisn’t  on  the  globular  surface 
of  tlie  earth,  as  ray  lamented  father  used  to  say.  I  beg 
pardon,  but  what  a  remarkable  plain  looking  man  you 
arc — you  look  like  the  picture  of  John  Taylor,  who  wa; 
hung  for  house-breaking,  in  the  third  volume  of  th; 
Newgate  Calendar. 

Deid.  I  shall  be  starved  ! 

Mar.  Can’t  help  it — it’s  what  happens  every  day,- 
you  don’t  belong  to  St.  Peter’s — can’t  lavish  parochia 
property  on  a  vagrant ! — there’s  Captain  Lawrence  Glen- 
non  close  by,  ask  him. 

Deid.  {^quickly. ^  Glennon  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Glennon  ! — Zounds  !  the  fellow^’s 
eye  is  lighted  up  all  of  a  sudden  like  red  hot  charcoal  !  — 

I  don’t  much  like  the  look  of  him — he  may  do  me  a  mis¬ 
chief,  and  make  a  widow  of  Mrs.  Magog.  Go  to  your 
parish,  good  man  ;  go  to  your  parish,  and  don’t  pull  the 

corn  out  of  the  sheaves  ! — his  face  is  truly  horrifical ! _ 

What,  give  away  money  to  a  fellow  who  don’t  under¬ 
stand  the  rudiments  of  English! — go  to  your  parish, 
good  man  ; — what  a  remarkable  plain  man  !  Go  to  your 
P'‘’'>sh.  [Exit,  L.  u.  E. 

Deid.  ’Tis  he! — de  news  liave  almost  choked  min" 
trote! — but  how  did  he  get  rid  o’  de  crew  ? — I  left  hin 
under  Cuba  Coast  aboard  de  privateer; — we  quarrelicu 
and  he  stabbed  me  !  I  thought  that  we  should  meet  agaii 
— T  did  not  deem  how  soon  ! — Soft !  how  to  gratify  d< 
cravings  of  mine  hunger  ?— A  thought  strikes  me  !— 
robbed  de  body  of  a  purse  dis  Lawrence  took  from  me 
and,  in  a  secret  spot  of  Moat  ley  Manor  House,  secreted  ; 
—it  shall  be  mine— de  place  I  know  ! — He  comes  !  disguis* 
and  craft  be  vid  me  ! — food  1  must  have,  or  perish  ! 

[retires,  l. 

Enter  Lawrence  and  Bella,  r. 

Law.  Bella,  you  reason  like  a  child  T  am  a  plain 

nn'mv?”'''"  » 

on  my  tongue. 

Deed.  Your  alms,  g  ^d  gentleman— some  bread  n 
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Law.  [(tsiae  to  Diedritch,]  My  purse  is  at  the  Manoi 
House  begone 


Deid. 

I  am  a  sailor. 

La  w . 

Beware  the  breakers,  then  ! 

Deid. 

Money  or  food! 

Law. 

Off,  Picaroon  ! 

[^strikes  him. 

Deid. 

You  may  repent  that  blow. 

I.aio. 

I! 

Deid. 

You  ! 

[Exi7,  L. 

Bella, 

Lawrence,  dear  Lawrence— 

Laiv. 

Why  came  he  here?—  tlie 

fault  was  his,  not 

mine. 

Bella.  Oh !  Lawrence,  for  my  sake,  restrain  your 
temper — you  are  mild  and  gentle  when  you  will  — often 
the  sea  is  calm,  dear  Glennon . — 

Laio.  Till  the  breeze  ruffles  it. 

Bella.  Come,  smooth  your  brow  and  smile  ;  there  are 
times  I’ve  seen  you  look  like  poor  Miles  Bellerton,  the 
gypsies  murdered ! 

Law.  Like  Bellerton! — like  the  fiend! — his  name 
comes  over  me  as  the  dark  shadow  o’er  my  soul  !  Bella, 
if  you  would  have  me  love  you  tenderly,  mention  not  the 
name  of  Bellerton ! 

Bella.  ’Twas  wrong; — I  know  not  why  I  spoke  it 
now — I’ll  never  speak  it  more;  for  when  I  do  at  liome, 
poor  Alice  weeps,  and  then  I  weep  for  company  ;  for  1 
love  my  sister,  dearly  love  her!  better  than  all  the  world, 
except  you,  dear  Lawrence. 

Laio.  You  are  a  sweet  girl,  Bella;  all  that  a  man’s 
heart  can  wish — all  that  a  woman  can  be,  or  angel  either ! 
— tis  a  pity — ’tis  a — a — a  deadly  pity  that- 

Bella.  Ah!  now  you  are  yourself;  be  cheerful.  Law¬ 
rence,  and  think  no  more  of  Bellerton  ;  for  Alice  says 
the  doers  of  the  dreadful  deed  some  day  will  come  to 
light- — liis  death  wdll  be  avenged,  and  that  most  fearfully  ! 
Why  do  you  shudder,  Lav/rence,  when  I  say  this  to  com¬ 
fort  you? 

Law.  Bella,  once  I  adored  your  sister — ’tis  past — for 
what  is  the  love  of  a  boy  ? — for  this,  if  not  from  any  other 
cause,  she  hates  me,  and  with  more  bitterness  for  loving 


yon- 


Bella.  Hate  you  ! — oh  no,  she  fears  you,  Glennon - 

L<nr,  Fears? 

Bella.  Not  for  herself,  but-me; — she  thinks  you’d 
harm  me  ! — I’m  sure  you  would  not  harm  ine,  Lawitnee 
Glennon — 1  never  injured ^ou!  /  ,r 
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Laio.  Tliis  be  my  answer  :  Bella,  we  love  each  other  ; 
to-morrow  meet  me  at  the  village  church,  from  whence 
you  shall  go  forth  my  bride ! —here’s  gold  to  buy  your 
father  food  ;  nay,  take  the  yellow  trash — I  know  your 
penury  and  want it  must  be  so,  dear  Bella;  take  it, 
and  fare-you-wcll  ! 

Bella.  Oh,  Lawrence!  how  much  has  Alice  wronged 
you  ? 

Lniv.  You  will  be  there,  dear  Bella? 

Bella.  1  promise. 

Law.'  Say  not  a  word  to  Alice — in  the  morning  gently 
steal  from  out  the  cottage  to  the  spot  • — consult  her  not, 
il'  you  love  me. 

Bella.  Love  you,  Lawrence! 

I..axv.  Be  that  the  proof.  [Exit,  r. 

Bella.  Be  satisfied  it  shall.  Joy  go  with  you,  my 
own  Lawrence, — may  sorrow  never  shade  thy  brow  ! — 
Ah  !  how  sweet  it  is  to  be  fondly  loved — how  doubly  dear 
are  all  the  charms  of  existence  !  and  how  -few  would  there 
be  if  Love’s  voice  were  absent! 

SONG.— Bella. 

The  yellow  beam  of  summer  moon 
May  shine  with  chastened  light, 

And  stars  of  every  glittering  hue 
Gem  the  blue  vault  of  night. 

Tlie  niglilingale’s  soft  sorrowing'  song 
rioat  gently  on  the  air; 

Bit  all  !  they  fail  the  heart  to  charm, 

If  Love’s  voice  be  not  there  ' 


’Tis  sweet  to  hear  the  blackbird  s  note 
From  out  the  hawthorn  tree; 

And,  poising  o’er  each  honied  flower, 
T’he  wild  hum  of  the  be  : 

’Tis  sweet  to  join  the  joyous  dance 
At  village  wake  or  fair; 

But  ah'  Ihey  fail  the  heart  to  charm. 
It  Love’s  voice  be  not  there. 


TV  L-c-a-ir,  n. 

Deidritcii  comes  forward. 

Deid.  Gold!— he  gave  her  gold  !  an  1  dat  wiM  bu' 
mefood;— 1  11  follow  her— I  think  her  home  is  on  th‘ 
moor,  a  spot  obscure,  near  Sedgely  willows; — ven  th- 
shades  of  night  wrap  all  in  darkness.  I’ll  force  an  en 
trance,  and  then  the  maiden’s  gold  is  mine' — if  foiled 
know  the  secret  wljere  the  purse  of  Bellcrton  lies  hid 
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ay,  and  a  secret  entrance  to  the  chamber!  The  purse 
once  mine,  look  to  yourself,  good  Master  Lawrence  Glen- 
non  !  lExit,  r. 


SCENE  U, — A  wild  rocky  shore  on  the  coast  o  f  Essex  ;  a 
small  vessel  of  war  riding  at  a  distance.  Baubelot  y 
captain  of  the  vessel,  on  the  peak  of  a  rock  Looking 
towards  the  sea  ;  he  discharges  a  pistol,  the  signal  is  an~ 
swered  from  the  vessel,  and  a  boat  is  seen  to  put  of.  ^ — 

keep  a  sharp  look  out,  1  find  .’twas  a  lucky  cup  full  of 
wind  that  drove  us  gentlemen  adventurers  upon  this 
English  coast  after  all.  Culverin!  whereareyou? 

Cid.  '^without.]  Here,  Captain  Barbelot ! 
liar.  Ah!  you  may  come  down  from  that  headland — 
the  coast  is  clear,  and  the  lugger  rides  in  safety. 


Enter  Barbelop,  t,. 

Bur.  Mortdemavie!  My  signal’s  answered  ; — they 


Enter  Culverin,  r. 

Ciil.  They  have  put  off  the  boat,  and  I  see  old  Non¬ 
descript  at  the  helm— the  ill-tempered  old  churl  1  what 
wants  he  ashore  ? — he  has  no  more  honey  in  his  disposi¬ 
tion  than  a  Seville  orange. 

Bar.  Well,  he’s  a  sailor,  a  true  one,  and  has  had 
other  crosses  besides  crossing  the  line. 

Cut.  Who  is  he?  and  what  is  he?  for  he  hasn’t 
joined  us  bmg. 

liar.  Bear  up  and  Til  tell  you.  You  remember  the 
smart  galliot  of  fifteen  guns  that  gave  us  chace  olf  St. 
Domingo? 

Ciil.  Soon  after  Glennon  left  us? 

liar.  Aye,  when  he  turned  home  sick,  and  gave  up 
tlie  command  to  me  ; — well,  she  neared  us,  and  proved  to 
be  no  better  than  ourselves,  a  corsair  galliot,  under  the  ■ 
command  ofone  Ruth  ven,  whom  I  knew! — 1  can’t  tell  why 
—  I  took  a  fancy  to  the  rascal,  asked  Ruthven  his  story, 
and  found  he  had  served  with  him  about  four  years, 
though  not  without  some  sly  attempts  to  slip  his  cable, 
but  the  little  Ruthven  knew  about  him  was  onlythi>; 
that  cruising  off  the  coast,  this  man  was  brought  abxud 
ly  a  gypsey  shallop,  senseless  and  wounded. 

Cnl.  But  his  name  ? 

Bar.  Tliat  I  forgot :  we  call  him  Bluff  Laconic,  i  n 
•Misn  bitter  knave.  Look  to  the  ^at  there. 
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Enter  Avohy,  Spritman,  Gurteanu,  and  Pirates,  and 
Miles  disguised  as  the  Pilot,  r. 

Avory.  Good-morrow,  Captain  Barbelot ; — we  meet 
agjin  on  terra  firma. 

Bar.  And  a  merry  meeting  shall  it  prove,  gentlemen 
If  ali  go  well. 

Miles.  All  can’t  go  we'l  with  us. 

Bar.  Are  you  there,  Bluff  Laconic?— a  slice  of  lemon 
in  a  punch  bowl,  a  pleasant  bitter. 

Miles.  Put  aloes  in  the  bowl,  and  then  ’twill  be  as 
good  as  we  deserve. 

Bar.  Diavolo,  man  !  we  earn  our  wages  hardly. 

Miles.  So  does  the  executioner, — the  state  pays  him 
for  spilling  blood — we  pay  ourselves. 

Avory.  But  v/e  are  free — we  care  for  nobody. 

Miles.  Nor  they  for  us. 

Avory,  Ah!  you  talk  after  your  own  nature. 

Miles.  So  do  you. 

Avory.  What’s  that? 

Miles.  A  baboon  ! 

Avory.  Say  that  again,  and— — 

Miles.  I  would  not  so  end  my  threat  if  I  were  you  ! 

Avory.  And  why  ? 

Miles.  Because  ’tis  easier  to  say  than  do  the  thing 
we  say  ;  and  tlireatened  men  livelong  ; — don’t  draw  your 
knife,  Spaniard — keep  it  to  peel  your  onions. 

Bar.  Come,  come,  you  are  too  hard  on  Avory  ;  he  is 
a  man  of  education- 

Miles.  Doubly  unfortunate. 

Bar.  How  so'^ — he  holds  a  rank  among  us. 

Miles.  Indeed  ! — a  minnow  may  be  monarch  of  a  pool, 
and  yet  not  quite  a  whale  when  in  a  fish  jiond. 

Avory  Give  him  his  way — he’d  talk  so  to  a  man  be¬ 
fore  the  mast! 

Miles.  That’s  wrong  ;  Pd  not  talk  thus  to  a  worthier 
man  ! 

Avory.  T’ve  done  ! 

IMUes.  Pity  you  hadn’t  that  sense  before,  but  I  thank 
you  :  you  were  about  to  speak. 

Bar.  Yes,  yes,  of  a  merry  meeting ;  now',  should  I 
invite  you  all  to  a  wedding-dinner,  wouldst  refuse  to 
come  ? 

Miles.  On  my  part — yes  ! 

Bar .  And  wliy  ? 

Miles.  1  see  fools  enough  where  I  am. 
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Bar.  Well,  as  you  like to-morrow  Lawrence  Glen- 
non  becomes  a  husband, 

Miles,  [iforij.]  Lawrence  Glennon !  On  what  coast 
are  we  ? 

Bar.  Among  the  rotten  fens  of  Essex. 

Miles.  And  Lawrence  Glennon  is  about  to  marry  ? 

Bar.  Yes ;  it  seems  his  time  is  come,  poor  fellow  ! 

Miles.  To  whom  ? 

Bar.  Her  name  is— let  me  see,— her  name  is  Bella  Man¬ 
ners. 

Miles.  Impossible  ! — who  told  you? 

Bar.  The  man  himself ;— I’ve  found  his  anchorage,  so 
hit’s  to  the  wedding.  I’m  tired  of  the  command,  tliere- 
fore,  let  Lawrence  Gleivnon  take  the  helm  again,  for  a 
nobler  pirate  never  fought  under  the  blood  red  flag. 
Messieurs,  away! — we  have  full  twenty  miles  to  travel, 
and  as  we  go  to  Moatley  Manor  House,  let’s  give  these 
I  calves  of  Essex  a  spice  of  the  bold  Buccaneer! 

CHORUS.-Omnes. 

We  envy  not  landsmen  their  quiet  and  home, 

The  bright  draught  of  pleasure  we  quaff  as  \ve  roam  , 

Our  bark  like  an  ocean-bird  cleaves  the  rough  brine, 

AVhile  gaily  above  us  the  red  flag  doth  siiine. 

Our  life  is  the  stiff  breeze — our  home  the  broad  sea — 

Tiie  landsman  stands  fettered — the  rover  sails  free  ! 

I  They  may  boast  of  their  princes,  their  nobles,  and  peers, 

But  there’s  none  that  can  rival  the  bold  Buccaneers  1 

[  Exeunt  omnes. 


SCENE  III. — Cottage  of  Sedgely  Willows.  Alice  disco- 

vered. 


Enter  Bella,  from  door  in  flat. 

Alice,  Bella,  why  tarried  you  so  long  ? 

Bella.  Ah  now,  sister,  don’t  scold  ;  see  what  I  have 
got  for  you  and  father,  [^shews  a  purse. 

Alice.  Money ! — whence  came  it  ? 

Bella.  Oh,  from  my  dear  Lawrence. 

Alice.  What!  came  this  gold  from  Glennon  ? 

Bella.  Dear  Alice,  yes  !— is  it  a  crime  to  give  it  to  the 
needy  ?  Surely  no  :  had  Lawrence  not  have  offered  that 
which  he  so  easily  can  spare,  Bella  indeed  had  much 
mistaken  him take  it,  Alice. 

Alice.  No,  Bella:  though  each  single  particle  of  gold 
were  ransom  for  a  king,  coming  from  whence  this  came,  I 
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would  not,  dare  not  call  it  mine  !— But  I  distress  you, 
Bella  ;  I  would  not  willing^ly  give  pain  to  your  young 
heart be  cautious— guard  your  honour  well !— pray  hea¬ 
ven  I  do  him  wrong,  when  I  suspect  his  aim  is  its  de- 
truction ! 

Bella.  You  wrong  him,  dearest  Alice ;  indeed  you  do  ! 

Alice.  Well,  Bella,  time  will  shew. 

Bella.  And  a  short  time,  too:  to-morrow,  sister. 

Alice.  And  what  will  happen  then  ? 

Bella.  Learn  that,  to-morrow’s  eve.  ’Tis  getting  late, 
and  I  have  been  followed  by  a  tall  gaunt  stranger,  who 
seemed  to  track  my  steps  most  earnestly.  Is  it  possible 
he  could  know  that  I  had  gold? — Oh  !  Alice,  if  i-obbery 
should  be  his  motive,  and  we  alone  and  unprotected  I 
[rain  and  luind  are  heard  without  ;  a  flash  of  lightninc;  ; 
Deidritch  looks  through  the  windoio  ;  Bella  sees  him,]  Sis¬ 
ter,  look  there!  [Deidritch  retires. 

Alice.  I  see  nothing  ; — close  the  shutter,  Bella,  for  the 
night  vvind  blows  keenly  over  the  fens,  and  the  mists 
from  the  marshes  are  rising.  [Bella  closes  the  shutters.]  Is 
the  door  secured  ? 

Bella.  Yes,  Alice. 

Alice.  Alarm  not  yourself,  dear  Bella;  but  ’tis  well 
to  be  cautious  no  house  is  near  on  this  dreary  heath  for 
miles,  so  sit  you  down  while  I  trim  the  lamp  and  tell  you 
a  tale  of  the  Ruined  Well,  where  the  Fislierman  Hugh 
was  drowned  ;  and  then  to  bed.  You  remember  tlie  well 
by  the  alder  tree,  close  to  the  lapwing’s  haunt  ? 

^  Bella.  Yes,  Alice ;  yes. 

Alice.  ’Tis  said,  that  one  night  a  traveller,  missing 
^  the  beaten  track,  took  refuge- - 

Bella.  Hush ! 

[  The  latch  of  the  door  here  sloioly  rises,  then  falls,  so 
as  to  attract  the  attention  of  Bella,  ivho  keeps  her 
eye  upon  the  latch,  unperceived  by  Alice. 

Alice.  What,  Bella? 

Bella.  Nothing  Alice  go  on.  [she  looks  at  the  door. 

Alice.  Are  you  afraid  ? 

Bella.  Afraid  !— oh,  dear  no— a  little  timid,  that’s  all  ; 
—go  on. 

Alice.  Well,  took  refuge,  as  I  said  before,  from  the 

drizzlingrain  under  the  alder  tree - [Bella  puts  her  hand 

on  the  arm  of  Alice,  and  directs  her  attention  to  the  latch, 
which  ts  again  raised.]  Hush!  [to  Bella,  who  is  about  to 
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speak.'\  When,  from  behind  a  clump  of  rush  and  sedgy 

leaves,  stole  forth - [7’Ae  door  is  partially  forced  open, 

ns  if  from  the  pressure  of  a  man's  Arnee.]  Look  through 
the  shutter-crevice,  and  tell  me  what  you  see — but  softly. 

Bella.  What  mean  you,  sister  ? 

Alice.  Fear  not,  but  trust  to  me.  [Bella  looks  through 
the  crevice,  and  Alice  places  a  stool  near  the  fire-place 
where  a  brace  of  pistols  hang,  gets  upon  it  and  reaches 
them  down,  going  on  at  the  same  time  with  the  story  while 
she  is  examining  them.^  And,  as  I  said  before,  from  a 
clump  of  rush— and— weeds,— .stole— forth.  What  see  you, 
Bella? 

Bella.  A  man  of  a  ferocious  form  ! 

Alice.  What  does  he  now  ? 

Bella.  He  tries  to  force  the  door  ! 

[  the  door  bends  to  the  pressure  ;  the  bolt  seems  starting. 

Alice.  Who’s  there?  [she  stands  before  the  do'Jr  pre¬ 
senting  the  pistols~a  pause.']  Now,  Bella— now  ? 

Bella.  He  steals  away !— we  are  safe ! 

Alice.  Thank  providence  ! 

Bella.  No,  sister;  no  !— he  comes  again  ’  armed  with 
a  heavy  stone  !— he  lifts  it  high  ! — he  hurls  it  against  the 
door ! — we  are  lost  I  [a  noise  is  heard  as  of  a  stone  throivn 
against  the  door  ;  she  discharges  the  pistols  ;  a  groan  i 
heard  without.]  He  flies !  he  flies !— we  are  preserved  ! 

[they  rush  into  each  other's  arms. 


SCENE  W.—An  old-fashioned  Apartment  in  Moatley 

Manor  House. 


Enter  Lawrence,  l. —  lights  down;  distant  chorus,  as 
if  the  party  of  Pirates  commanded  by  Barbelot  were 
carousing  in  another  part  of  the  building. 

Law.  Aye,  drink  on  till  your  brains  swim!— 'Would 
ye  were  all  ten  fathoms  under  the  waves  wnich  wafted 
you  1  [thunder.]  ’tis  a  rough  night ;  well,  it  commemo¬ 
rates  a  rougher  deed  ;  five  years  ago,  by  the  hand  of 
Deidritch  and  myself,  fell  Bellerton ;  next  Deidritch,  on 
the  Cuba  Sands,  by  me  !— Hush  !  ’tis  nothing  but  the  rusty 
weathercock  on  the  chimney-stack  ;  my  room  was  here 
when  a  boy— ah !  the  sound  was  more  pleasing  then— it 
used  to  wake  me  to  listen  to  the  gathering  storm,  as  I 
slept  beneath  it ;  I  shall  never  rest  in  that  bed  again  and 
hearken  to  its  lonely  cry,  and  think  my  pillow  more 
soft  and  my  couch  more  warm,  because  its  swift  shriek 
told  that  the  wind  was  high,  and  the^nithering  rooks  and 
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pattering  rain  warned  me  of  foul  weather.  Psha !  founder 
me'  if  I’m  not  grown  quite  a  babe  this  night — a  sheer 
school-boy— half  ready  to  weep  at  the  remembrance  of 
thine’s  which  happened  when  one  wore  a  pinafore.  [The 
Pirates'  chorus  heard  without,  a  trap-door  rises,  and  Bei- 
dritch  ascends  with  dark  lanthorn,  unseenby  Lawrence,']  How 
the  hounds  make  the  old  hall  echo  to  their  yell !— what 
hell  breeze  sent  them  hither  ?— Now  for  the  spring,  if  I’ve 
not  forgot  the  touch  known  but  to  Deidritch  and  my¬ 
self;  a  cavity  of  the  wall  conceals  the  purse  torn  from 
the  dying  grasp  ofBellerton, — this  I’ll  destroy,  as  the  last 
witness  of  my  guilt !  Deidritch,  that  fiend  !  sleeps 
either  in  an  ocean  or  a  foreign  grave  :  his  testimony  I’ve 
not  to  fear  ; — no  mortal  eye  will  ever  rest  again  on  him. 
[ Deidritch  by  this  time  has  opened  the  recess,  put  his  arm 
into  the  cavity,  and  unmasked  his  lanthorn,  which  casts  a 
glare  upon  his  face  as  Lawrence  turns.]  Darkness  tind 
fiends  !  'tis  false!  I  see  him  now  ! — desist ! 

Deid.  Ha  !  Glennon  !  I  have  the  prize  ! 

[holding  up  the  purse. 

Law.  Art  thou  alive  ? 

Deid.  For  thy  destruction  I 

Law.  Villain ! 


[Draws  pistol  and  fires  at  him — Deidritch  blows  out  the 
light,  and,  as  he  descends  trap,  laughs  triumphantly 

Law.  The  light  extinguished! — I  left  mine  on  the 
stair !  [exits  and  returns  with  the  lamp.  ]  Gone !  ay,  doubt¬ 
less  gone  to  denounce  me  ! — what’s  to  be  done  ?  the  morn 
is  breaking  fast— a  few  hohrs  gives  me  Bella  ; — ’tis  dan¬ 
gerous  to  delay,  but  I  will  do  so  although  it  brings  me 
death  !  The  Pirate  bark  rides  nigh — I’ll  take  the  com¬ 
mand,  then  with  my  bride  cross  the  broad  seas,  seek 
out  some  southern  isle,  and  spend  the  lag  end  of  a  dar¬ 
ing  life  in  penitence  and  peace  1  [Exit,  a. 


/ Cl* 


SCENE  V, — The  House  of  Marmaduke ;  a  board  over 
the  door,  on  which  is  written  “  Marmaduke  Magog, 
Beadle  of  St.  Peter's." 


J Enter  Marmaduke  with  his  Son,  a  boy  about  six  years  old, 
the  former  with  a  parish  book  in  his  hand,  from  house. 

Mar.  Master  Marmaduke  Magog,  junior,  is  your 
^  mamma  yet  up,  and  breakfast  ready  ? 

0 Master  M.  No,  papa,  not  up,— she  was  out  late  last 
night  at  Mrs,  Snipesseses  large  card  part' 
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Mar.  Really,  Master  Marmaduke  Mago^,  junior,  for  a 
lady  who  has  received  an  edification  at  a  seneminary, 
your  mamma  is  one  of  the  most  preposperous  females 
that  was  ever  consolidated  tog'ether,  quite  beyond  my 
management ;  in  fact,  it’s  a  very  difficult  thing  to  ma¬ 
nage  a  woman  in  any  way,  as  my  lamented  father,  the 
beadle,  used  to  say.  What’s  that  in  your  hand.  Master 
Magog,  junior?  . 

Master  M.  A  paper. 

Mar.  Inscribed  or  not 

Master  M.  Written  through  and  through,  with  a  great 
blot  in  the  middle — mamma  and  I  did  it  together,—!  did 
the  blot  and  she  did  the  writing. 

Mar.  Permitty  moi,  as  Mr.  Crump  says,  [takespaper 
,from  bop.^  Oh,  ho!  a  billy  dux  1  [reads.^  “To  Mr. 
Eglantine  Moonbeam,  Circulating  Library.  Please  to 
send  by  bearer  the  ‘  Fatal  Infatuation,’  the  ‘Invisible 
Giant,’  and  the  ‘  Sighs  of  St.  Pietro.’  ”  Oh,  the  parish 
she  means, — well,  it’s  a  very  large  parish,  and  overbur- 
thened  with  paupers  ; — there,  take  it  back  to  Mrs.  Magog, 
and  tell  her  I  want  my  breakfast.  [gives  it  back. 

Master  M.  I  can’t,  papa;  I’m  going  to  play  at  dumps 
with  Master  Collens. 

Mar.  Dumps,  eigh  ! — egad!  if  you  don’t  do  as  you 
are  bid,  as  my  lamented  father  once  said  to  me,  I’ll  d’ump 
you,  Master  Marmaduke  Magog!  \ Exit  boy  into  house.'\ 
[turns  over  the  leaves  of  his  book^  and  ^eads.^  “  The  Widow 
Watling,  seven  children  and  an  old  father,”  eighteen - 
pence  per  week,  and  wants  further  relief.  I’ll  take  off 
the  sixpence.  “  Jonas  Scrubbs,  with  the  rheumatic 
gout — why  that’s  the  complaint  of  Coui^in  Crump,  the 
Churchwarden  ! — a  pretty  fellow,  to  be  afflicted  with  a 
disease  belonging  to  a  gentleman  ! — won’t  allow  a  far¬ 
thing  ; — “  Dolly  Daisey  deposes  the  infant  now  charge¬ 
able  to  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s,” — ah  !  that’s  my  own 
little  private  business. 

Master  M.  [puts  his  head  out  of  the  windoio.^  Break¬ 
fast  is  ready ! 

Mar.  Joyful  communication  ! — now  I  trust  I  shall  not 
be  disturbed  while  I’m  masticating  my  morning  meal ; 
like  the  parson’s  dog,  Mungo,  I’m  most  ready  to  bite 
when  they  disturb  me  over  the  bone  that  I  am  picking, 
as  my  lamented  father,  the  beadle  used  to  say. 

[Exit  into  house. 

Enter  .Alice,  l. 

Aliet^  So,  this  is  the  door  of  th€w>wrseer !— the  walk 
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over  the  fields  has  tired  me,  and  I’ve  scarcely  heart  to  lift 
the  knocker  !  Bella  I  hoped  to  have  come  with  me,  out 
she  left  the  cottage  early  ;  well,  as  it  must  be  so,  the 
sooner  it  is  done  the  less  will  be  the  pang! 

SAe  knocks  at  the  door— Bettv  opens  it, 

Betty,  {from  door.'\  Your  business,  young  woman? 

Alice.  I’d  speak  with  your  master. 

Betty.  What,  on  parish  business? 

Alice.  Yes,  my  good  girl. 

Betty.  Well  I’m  sure,  and  to  knock  with  a  double 
rap ! — 1  thought  it  was  one  of  the  Miss  Snipesesses  on  a 
morning  calling  !  {Exit,  n. 

Mar.  {without.']  Tell  the  young  woman  I'm  engaged 
on  serious  business.  Betty,  boil  three  more  eggs  and 
bring  up  coifee ! 

Betty,  {without,  to  Marmaduke.]  But  the  young  wo¬ 
man  says  she  will  see  you  I 

Mar.  {without.]  I  wish  the  young  woman  was  in  the 
stocks  !  {he  entersi^  Well,  young  woman,  what  do  vou 
want  at  such  an  unseasonable  time  of  the  morning  ? 

Alice.  I’m  sorry,  sir,  to  trouble  you. 

Mar.  {with  cup  and  saucer  in  his  hand^  Yes,  I’m 
sorry  you  did ! 

Alice.  My  father  languishes  for  food,  and  ’tis  the  first 
time - 

Mar.  I  hope  it  will  be  the  last ! — I  am  responsible  to 
the  parish  and  my  friend  and  cousin,  Mr.  Crump,  for 
every  unproper  expenditure! — I  can  encourage  no  luxu¬ 
rious  predilections  ! — 1  am  a  man  myself  who  never  in¬ 
dulges  in  very  few  comforts,  {calling  to  Betty.]  Betty, 
don’t  overboil  those  eggs!  and  cover  up  the  tea  with  the 
saucer,  to  keep  the  beverage  warm  ! - and,  young  wo¬ 

man,  I  hear  you  bear  y  most  indiflPerent  character, 
since  your  father  has  lost  tne  use  of  his  limbs  ;  Mr. 
1  rapman  informs  me,  last  night  that  you  and  your  sister 
amused  yourselves  in  firing  guns,  and  making  great  shot- 
holes  through  the  door,  to  the  annoyance  and  disrespect- 
ability  of  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s!  {dittant  bells  heard 
ringing.]  Who  had  the  pertinacity  to  ring  them  bells  of 
the  parish  of  St.  Peters,  without  an  order  from  Marma¬ 
duke  Magog  ? 


Enter  Bobby,  l. 

Bob.  It  be  I  who  set  ’em  a  ringing  !— Abraham  Noakes 
and  Tom  Style.s  be  pulling  at  ’em  like  mad  , 
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Mar.  Really  the  inhabitants  of  St.  Peter's  parish  are 
crazy 

Bob.  Ah,  I  be  crazy  wi'  joy  !  Tol  de  rol.  \^dances. 

Mar.  Come,  sir  ! — if  you  please,  none  of  your  rus¬ 
tical  igadoons  in  my  presence. 

Boo.  What  1  don’t  you  know  the  news  ? 

Alice.  What  news  ? 

Bob.  Why  that  your  sister  Bella,  Miss  Alice,  be 
married  this  morning  to  the  rich  Captain  Glennon  of 
Moatley  Manor. 

Alice.  This  morning ! 

Mar.  Here’s  a  business  !  I  must  prevaricate. 

I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Alice  Manners — any  thing  the 
parish  of  St.  Peter’s  can  do  to  further  your  interest,  I, 
as  the  representative  of  Mr.  Crump,  most  cheerfully  pro¬ 
mise.  Perhaps  you  have  not  breakfasted? — do  do  me 
the  favour  to  walk  in  and  take  a  cup  of  coffee  with  Mrs. 
Magog; — I  ordered  three  eggs  on  purpose  for  you  - 
( aside.^  what  a  mistake,  as  my  lamented  father,  the  bea¬ 
dle,  would  have  said.  Here,  Betty,  Betty  ! 

«  [Exit  into  house. 

Alice.  And  is  this  true,  Robin  ? 

Bob.  To  be  sure  it  be,  and  Miss  Bella  look  as  beauti¬ 
ful  all  in  white,  as  the  sign  of  the  angel ! — and  there  be 
such  a  camalcade  a  coming  back  from  the  church  and 
going  to  the  Manor  House,  scraping  and  bowing,  and 
hurrahing  1— — - 

Alice.  And  strangers  with  them  ? 

Bob.  Ees,  sailor  men  ; — good-bye.  Miss  Alice — Pll 
just  step  home  and  brush  up  my  best  shoes  to  dance  at 
the  wedding  here  be  jolly  news  for  my  wife,  Mary 
Blackberry  !  [Exit,  l. 

Alice.  Bella  married  ! — unkind  to  make  me  a  stranger 
to  her  purpose! — I  wish  it  had  not  been  to  Lawrence 
Glennon  ;  but  regret  is  vain  ; — may  she  be  happy  ! 

Enter  Deidritch,  r. —  pale,  with  his  dress  disordered. 

Beid.  In  de  name  of  heaven,  fly  me  not ! — your  name 
is  Alice  Manners  ? 

Alice.  It  is  ! — heavens  !  you  are  wounded  ! 

Beid.  I  am  dying  ! 

Alice.  Can  T  get  you  assistance,  good  fellow  ? 

Beid,  Good  ! — call  me  not  good  ! — hear  all  and  curse 
me  ! 

Alice.  You? 
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Deid.  Ay,  I ! — A  ruffian  last  night  by  violence  sought 
to  force  your  door — I  was  that  wretch  ! — you  fired  upon 
him  ! — the  shot  pierced  the  door,  and  here  lies  buried 
near  my  heart ! 

Alice.  Forgive  me’. 

Deid.  Forgive  we.'  for  I  and  Lawrence  Glennon,  five 
years  ago,  in  the  Bittern’s  Swamp,  murdered  thy  lover. 
Miles  Bellerton  ! 

Alice.  Villain  ! 

Deid.  I  am  a  villain!  but  mine  course  is  run  ; — you 
know  this  purse?  [gives  piirse. 

Alice.  ’Twas  Bellerton’s  ! 

Deid.  Aye,  concealed  till  now  in  Moatley  Manor 
House! — I  took  it  from  a  cavity  in  the  wall  last  night,  at 
de  moment  Glennon  sought  to  make  it  his! 

Alice,  And  Bella  is  the  murderer’s  wife  ! 

Deid.  Fly  !  for  he  meditates  to  leave  de  country— his 
lugger  is  on  de  coast,— dat  purse — back  vid  dis— mine 
deposition,  [gives  paper. ^  will  stay  his  speed! — fly!  if 
you  do  love  your  sister,  fly  !— I  die,  and  in  an  act  of 
virtue,  my  first— my  last— oh  !  from  what  I  do  feel  now, 
how  happy  must  be  de  life  of  de  good — de  virtuous  man  ! 

[dies. 

Alice.  For  what  am  I  ordained  ?  [ArnocA:*  at  Me  door 
of  Marmaduke.'\  within  !  within  J 


Enter  Marmaduke  from  house. 

Mar.  Mrs.  Marmaduke  Magog’s  compliments  to  Miss 
Alice  Manners,  and  she  wishes  to  know  if  she  would 
like  to  have  her  toast  buttered  on  both  sides  or  not  ? 

Alice.  Quick  !  take  this  paper  to  the  magistrate  of 
Rochford.  [gives  paper.']  He  will  know  the  purport ;  and 
bid  him  send  with  a  warrant  a  strong  force  to  Moatley 
Manor  House — Glennon  has  committed  murder! 

Mar.  The  villain! — a  nautical  John  Tailor~anothev 
fellow  out  of  the  Newgate  Calendar. 

Alice.  Lose  not  a  moment. 

Mar.  We  had  better  go  together  I  pledge  my  pa¬ 
rochial  respectability  to  protect  you  from  every  danger. 

Alice.  No,  Fll  to  the  ruffian’s  den  ! — I  go  alone! 

Mar.  Perhaps  you  had  better. 

.4/ice.  Yes,  alone  !—may-be,  to  perish  !— Spirit  of 
Bellerton,  watch  over  me  !— My  sister,  my  sister  ! 

n%  .  [rushes  out,  L. 

Aiar.  Here  s  a  subject  for  legislation  !— what  a  bustle 
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all  this  will  make  in  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s!  [sees 
Deidritck.^  Bless  me  !  here’s  a  dead  body  !  Dear  me  ! 
if  it  isn’t  the  foreign  individual  who  wanted  relief  from 
the  parish  ;  well,  he  is  provided  for  now,  that’s  certain  ! 
Get  up,  sir — get  up! — bless  me!  he  is  very  dead  indeed  ! 
— well,  well,  he  can’t  be  buried  here — he  don’t  belong  to 
St.  Peter’s  !  1  must  ring  the  alarm  bell,  [rings  his  cryer'a 

bell.^  Oh,  yea!  oh,  yea!  murder  has  been  committed; 
Josh  Nichols!  Hiram  Snubs!  and  Simon  Clod!  where 
are  you? 

Enter  Three  Countrymen,  R. 

Countrymen.  Here  we  be  ! 

Mar.  Here’s  a  dead  Dutchman,  and  a  remarkable 
plain-looking  man  he  isj — take  him  away,  and  get  him 
cured  at  the  pottecary’s, — then  every  man  arm  himseli 
with  a  pitchfork,  or  any  other  emblematical  instrument 
of  warfare  !  and  away  to  Moatley  Manor.  [Countrymen 
bear  off  the  body  of  Eeidritch,  R. —  ]  Dear  me  !  how  bu¬ 
siness  does  multiply  ; — what  a  blot  on  the  hannals  will 
this  be  to  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s  !  Oh,  what  would 
my  lamented  father  have  said  on  such  an  awful  occasion  ? 
—oh,  yea  !  oh,  yea  !  [Exit,  l. — ringing  bell. 


SCENE  VI. — An  Apartment  at  Moatley  Manor  House. 

Law.  [vnthout.^  Culverdine !  you  understand  ;  Bar-  ^  , 

belot !  vite,  vite  !  Monsieur!  dep^chez  vous  ! — Ring- 
bolt  !  get  the  vessel  under  weigh  1 — you,  sir,  although  a 
stranger,  come  with  me. 

Enter  Bella,  in  a  simple  bridal  dress,  with  Lawrence, 
followed  by  Miles,  c.  d. 


Bella.  Something  has  ruffled  you,  dear  Lawrence? 

Law.  Why,  to  say  truth,  Bella - 

Bella.  No  misfortune  I  hope  ? — no  ! 

Law.  Bella,  you’d  go  round  the  world  with  me— 
would  you  not,  Bella? 

Bella.  Twice  round  it,  Lawrence. 

Law.  I  knew  you  would. 

Bella.  Then  why  ask,  Lawrence  Glennon  ? 

Laiv.  Only  to  hear  those  dear  lips  tell  me  so.  .Cul¬ 
verdine!  Barbelot!  [calls  without.^  We  must  aboard  to¬ 
night, — the  wind  blows  freshly  from  the  north.  Barbe¬ 
lot,  Isay! — not  at  his  post! — Beila,  stay  here  till  my 
return,  [aside.']  my  life  hangs  on  a  hair!  Bella,  stir  not 
a  step  from  this  spot — you  watch  her,  sirraTi(^  [to  Miles. 
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Miles,  1  will  securely  watch  over  her  happiness. 

Law.  1  have  no  time  to  bandy  words! — look  to  the 
door — obey  me!  [Exit,  r. 

Bella.  What  can  this  mean  ? — his  cheeks  are  flushed 
with  suppressed  passion  ; — to  leave  the  Manor  House, 
and  to  night ! 

Alice,  [without.']  I  must ! — I  will  see  her  ! 

Cnl.  [icithout.]  You  must  not  pass! 

Miles.  Admit  her  ! 

Enter  Alice,  c.  d.  who  rushes  into  the  arms  of  Bella, 

Alice.  My  sister  ! 

Bella.  Ah,  Alice!  excuse  my  want  of  confidence — all 
will  end  happily — 1  am  the  wife  of  Lawrence  Glennon  ! 

Alice,  Unhappy  girl! — too  truly  do  you  speak.  Bel¬ 
la,  there’s  death  in  his  touch  !  and  poison  in  the  very 
air  he  breathes!  Lawrence  Glennon,  in  the  Bittern’s 
Swamp,  murdered  Miles  Bellerton  ! 

Enter  Lawrence,  r. 

Laxo.  ’Tis  false  ! 

Alice.  Villain!  ’tis  true!  Dost  know  this  purse? 

[/o  Lawrence,  who  5<ari5.]  Bella,  look — sister,  look  ! _ his 

countenance  betrays  that  of  an  innocent  man  ! 

Law.  Bella,  believe  her  not ! — by  hearen  !  this  hand 
struck  not  the  blow  !  Bella,  my  wife,  believe  me - 

Bella.  Lawrence — [she  inclines  to  hmi.]  did  you  give 
countenance  to  the  fatal  deed? 

Lato.  I — I— — 

Alice.  He  cannot  answer  ! 

Law.  Oh,  Bella! 

Alice.  Touch  her  not.  Captain  Glennon  ! — you  have 
injured  her  enough,  beyond  all  reparation  ! — my  happi- 
ness  you  have  ruined  by  murdering  him!— that  1  might 
have  forgiven,  and  I  call  heaven  to  witness  that  1  wished 
not  the  murderer’s  life  should  expiate  his  guilt— I  have 
prayed  that  1  might  not  be  made  the  instrument  of  his 
punishment,  and  to  feel— to  feel  that  I  should  live  to  bring 

a  fellow  creature  to  the  scaffold  ! - but  heaven’s  will 

be  done  !— it  must  be  so — oh,  misery !  [weeps. 

Law.  Young  woman  !  that  I  aided  to  slay  your  lover 
is  most  certain  ;  but  his  death  has  been  its  own  avenger  ! 

it  drove  me  from  my  home  and  my  country. — it  made 
me  a  wild  and  outlawed  wanderer  on  the  ocean,  and 
when  I  would  repent,  it  still  pursues  me  here! — I  have 
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seen  your  misery,  your  broken-heartedness  and  sorrow, 
and,  let  h'eaven  be  my  judge,  have  pitied  them  !— I  have 
offered  you  my  purse — have  gained  your  sister’s  love! 
but  you  have  spurned  at  all,  and  striven  to  wrest  from  me 
the  heart  of  the  sweet  girl  that  hangs  upon  your  bosom! 

Alice.  Captain  Glennon  1  I  will  not,  cannot  listen  to 
a  whisper  that  shall  ask  me  to  connive  at  guilt ! — I  pity, 
1  forgive  you! — let  Bella  and  myself,  then,  go  in  peace! 
Law.  Aye,  with  me ! 

Bella.  Oh,  Lawrence!  fly  alone  and  save  yourself ! 
Law.  Leave  you?  no  ! — Bella,  my  bride,  fly  with  me, 
and  I  will  lead  yoti  where  the  delights  of  life  are  ever 
new; — my  gallant  bark  shall  bear  you  safe  from  every 
danger! — my  fearless  crew  shall  be  your  slaves  and 
guardians ! — the  wide,  wide  sea  shall  yield  its  riches  to 
you  !  and  1  will  love  you ! — worship  you  !— adore  you  ! 

Officer,  {ivithout,  c.  D.]  Open,  in  the  name  of  the 
king  I — I  bring  a  warrant  to  arrest  the  person  of  Law¬ 
rence  Glennon  for  the  murder  of  Miles  Bellerton ! 

Law.  Ha!  what  are  the  hounds  of  the  law  upon  my 
track  ?  Bella,  here  I  cannot  stay — I  have  prepared  all 
i  things  for  your  comfort,  and  go  with  me  you  must ! 

I  Alice.  Lawrence,  dost  think  to  rob  me  of  my  sister 
■  as  you  have  robbed  me  of  my  husband? — is  this  your 
boasted  reparation  ? — butneither  locks  nor  bars  shall  ren¬ 
der  me  unable  to  resist  your  villainy  ! — no,  nothing  but 
death  ! — now,  part  us  if  you  can ! 

[seizes  Bella  round  the  waist. 
Law.  Taunt  me  not ! — are  not  the  hounds  of  law  upon 
the  scent  to  dog  me  to  destruction  !  to  a  horrible,  dis¬ 
graceful  death  ?— quit  your  hold !  or - 

Alice.  Never ! 

Law.  Then  thus  ! 

[He  is  about  to  separate  them,  when  Miles  rushes  down 
;  and  presents  a  pistol  at  him. 

j  Miles.  Stay ! 

Law.  Ah !  is  it  so  !  [blows  a  whistle,'\  All  hands  ahoy  ! 

I  Barbelot,  CuLVERDiNE,  AvoRY,  and  Pirates,  rush  in 

R. 

Bar.  Ah!  what  armed  against  our  captain !— do v/n 
with  him  !  about  to  rush  upon  him. 

Law.  Not  a  blow,  as  ye  are  men  1 — he  does  his  duty 
-—I  forget  mine. 

Miles,  Lawrence  Glennon !  that  word  has  saved  you ! 
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—own  but  that  you  re^t  the  murder  of  Miles  Beller- 

’Twas  not  m^iand  which  struck  the  blow. 

Miles.  ’Twas  nol||^one  word,  do  you  repent? 

Law.  Deeply-^lincerely! 

Miles.  Deeply — sincerely  ? — I  believe  you.  Officer, 
come  forth ! 

Enter  Officer,  Villagers,  &c.  c.  d. 

Now,  your  business  ? 

Offi.  I  come  to  arrest  Captain  Glennon  upon  the  oath 
of  an  accomplice  ! 

Miles.  ’Twas  a  false  oath! — Glennon  did  not  commit 
the  murder! 

Bella.  Say  it  again,  good  fellow  !— in  pity,  speak  it . 
— Alice,  my  husband’s  hand  is  pure  from  blood  ! 

Lmo.  Stranger  ? 

Miles.  Speak  not  yet; — strangers  we  are  none! — 
Bella,  dost  love  this  Lawrence  ? 

Bella.  Love  him  !  dearer  than  life  ! 

Miles,  [to  Alice.^  And  you  the  memory  of  Bellerton  ? 

Alice.  When  I  forget  him— heaven  forget  me ! 

Miles.  One  question  more — it  is  to  you.  [<o  Lato- 
rence. ]  If  the  grave  could  give  up  its  dead,  and  the  sor¬ 
row  of  thy  heart  for  that  which  you  have  done  could 
pass  away,  could  you,  aye,  would  you  be  content  to  call 
Miles  Bellerton  brother? — I  read  your  answer.  Alice, 
your  hand, — nay,  speak  not.  [/o 
now  I  spe^ :  the  body  of  Miles 
found  is  rt  not  JQ?  V 

OJft.  ’*Tis"true.  ■ 

Miles.  Be  it  found  now  ! 

Ofli.  Where? 

Miles.  Here  ! — my  brother  1  my  brother ! 

[they  rush  into  each  other^s  arrns. 
[rushes  across  to  Lawrence.^  Lawrence  ! — hus- 


bfflcer.]  To  you,  sir, 
Bellerton  was  never 


Bella, 
band  ! 
Miles. 
A  lice. 
Miles. 


Aliee ! 

My  love  ? — but  how - 

[■pointing  significantly  to  the  portrait. It  boots 
not  now  ;  a  wanderer  have  1  been  in  foreign  clime  ; — am  I 
not  welcome  home  ? 

Alice.  Welcome! — most  welcome  1— long  have  I 
mourned  your  loss!  and  here  behold  my  former  pledge  ! 

[gives  picture. 
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Enter  Marmaduke  with  Villagers,  armed,  c.  D. 

Mar.  Where  is  the  malicious  and  sanguinary  assassin  ? 

Law.  Here  ! 

3Iar.  Take  up  the  nautical  otFender ! — take  him  up, 
1  say  ! — take  him  up !  Bless  me  !  why  that’s  the  young 
man  who  was  killed  five  years  ago  on  the  Bittern’s 
Swamp,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s!  Why  he’s  alive  ! 

3Iiles.  To  take  you  by  the  hand. 

Mar.  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you  again — I  am,  upon 
my  honour  ; — you  can  have  any  accommodation  you 
please  from  the  parish  of  St.  Peter’s,  for  it  seems  this 
lias  been  a  miscontradiction  altogether  ;  but  as  for  the 
nautical  and  piratical  Captain  Lawrence  Glennon - 

Law.  His  heart  is  too  full  to  speak  its  gratitude; — 
forget  his  follies — forgive  him  for  his  penitence  ;  if  not  for 
his  own  sake,  for  that  of  his  sister’s  and  the  Rover’s 
Bride? 

iWar.  Not  forgetting  Marmaduke  Magog,  Beadle  of 
St.  Peter’s,  and  the  wise  saws,  sentiments,  etcetera,  of 
his  lamented  father,  the  beadle! 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Pirates,  Villagers,  &c. 

Bella.  Glennon,  Officer,  Marmaduke.  Miles.  Alice, 
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